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UNIVERSITIES FOR MEN 
University of Detroit, Detroit, Mich. 
University of Dayton, Dayton, Ohio 
Catholic University of America, Washington, D.C. 


COLLEGES FOR MEN 


Loyola University, New Orleans, La. 

Mt. St. Mary’s College & Eccl. Sem., Emmitsburg, Md. 
Holy Cross College, Worcester, Mass. 

Seton Hall College, South Orange, N. J. 


COLLEGES FOR WOMEN 


College of Notre Dame, Belmont, Calif. 

Loretto Heights College, Loretto, Cole. 

Trinity College, Washington, D. C. 

St. Xavier College, 4928 Xavier Pk., Chicago, Ill. 

College of St. Francis for Young Women, 303 Taylor St., Joliet, Ul. 

Barat College & Academy of Sacred Heart, Lake Forest, Ill. 

Rosary College, River Forest, Illinois, 

Nazareth College, Louisville, Ky. 

College of Notre Dame of Maryland, Baltimore, Md. 

St. Joseph’s College, Emmitsburg, Md. 

College of St. Teresa, Winona, Minn. 

Maryville College, Meramec St: & Nebraska Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 

College & Academy of St. Elizabeth, Convent Sta., N. J. 

Georgian Court College, Lakewood, N. J. 

The College of St. Rose, Albany, N. Y. 

D’Youville College, Porter and Prospect Aves., Buffalo, N, Y. 

College of New Rochelle, New Rochelle, N. Y. 

College of Mt. St. Vincent-on-Hudson, N. Y. C. 

Pius X School of Liturgical Music, College of the Sacred Heart, 
133rd St. & Convent Ave., N. Y. C. 

Marymount College & School, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 


College and Academy of Our Lady of Good Counsel, White Plains, N.Y. 


College and Academy, St. Genevieve-of-the-Pines, Asheville, N.C. 
College & Academy of the Sacred Heart, Clifton. Cincinnati, O. 
College Misericordia, Dallas, Pa. 

Seton Hill College, Greensburg, Pa. 

Rosemont College, Rosemont, Pa. 


PREPARATORY SCHOOLS FOR BOYS 


St. Clement’s School for Boys, Canton, Mass. 

The Newman School, Lakewood, N. J. 

Salesian Institute, Boarding School, New Rochelle, N. Y. 

Mount St. Michael’s,4300 Murdock Ave,, New York, N. Y, 
Mount Assumption Institute, Boarding School, Plattsburg, N. Y. 
St. Aloysius Academy for Boys, West Chester, Pa. 

Pio Nono College, ee. Francis, Wis. 


CAMPS 
Camp Marist, Marist College, Atlante, Ga. 

















ACADEMIES FOR GIRLS 


Academy of Our Lady of Mercy, Milford, Conn. 

Convent of the Sacred Heart, Menlo Park, Calif. 

St. Catherine’s Academy, Springfield, Ky. 

Notre Dame of Maryland High School, Baltimore, Md. 

Marycliff Academy, Arlington Heights, Mass. 

Mt. St. Joseph Academy, Brighton, Mass. 

Academy of the Sacred Heart, Fall River, Mass. 

Rosary Academy, Watertown, Mass. 

St. Joseph’s Academy, Fontbonne College, St. Louis, Me. 

Academy of Sacred Heart, Taylor and Maryland Aves., St. Louis, Mo. 
Academy of the Visitation, 5448 Cabanne Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 
Mt. St. Mary, Hookset Heights, N. H. 

Holy Angels Institute, Fort Lee, N- J- 

Oak Knoll School of the Holy Child. Summit, N. J 

Academy of St. Joseph, Brentwood, N. Y. 

St. Clare’s School, Hastings-on-Hudson, Mount Hope, N. Y- 
Ladycliff-on-Hudson, Highland Falls, N. Y. 

Convent of the Sacred Heart, 1511 University Ave-, N. Y.C- 
Academy of the Holy Child Jesus, 630 Riverside Drive, N. Y.C. 
Academy of Mt. St. Ursula, Bedford Park, N. Y- C. 

Ursuline Academy, Grand Concourse and East 165th St., N.Y. C. 
St. Joseph’s Mountain School, St. Joseph’s, Sullivan Co., N- Y- 
Our Lady of the Star Boarding School, Saratoga Springs, N. Y- 
Academy of The Holy Child, Suffern, N- Y- 

Srs. of St. Francis, St. Anthony Convent & Novitiaie, Syracuse, N. Y. 
Our Lady of Mercy Academy, Syosset, Long Island, N.Y. 
Academy of the Assumption, ‘‘Ravenhill,”” Germantown, Phila., Pa. 
Mater Misericordiae Academy, Merion (Phila.) Pa- 

Academy of Holy Child Jesus, Sharon Hill, Pa. 

Mt. de Chantal Academy, Wheeling, W- Va- 

St. Mary’s Springs Academy, Fond du Lac, Wis. 

Villa Maria Convent, Montreal, Quebec, Canada 


BUSINESS COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS 
Assisium Business Institute (Girls), 13-17 W. 128th St., N. Y. C- 


SCHOOLS OF NURSING 
Georgetown University Hospital, School of Nursing, Washington, D. C- 
St. Anthony de Padua Training School, Marshall Blvd., Chicago, Ill- 
St. Elizabeth School of Nursing,4300 N- ClaremontAve-> Chicago, Ill. 
St. Mary of Nazareth Training School, 1120 N. Leavitt St , Chicago 
School of Nursing Education, St. John’s Hospital, Springfield, Ill. 
St. Joseph Hospital School of Nursing,Mishawaka, Indiana 
Sr. Superior—St. Elizabeth Hospital,21st & Eastern Av. Covington, Ky: 
St. Joseph’s Hospital Training School, Mt. Clemens, Mich. 
St. Camillus School of Nursing, 328 Portage St., Kalamazoo, Mich. 
St. John’s Hospital Training School, St. Louis, Mo. 
St. Vincent Nursery & Baby Hospital Tr. School, Montclair, N. J: 
Our Lady of Victory Hospital Training School, Lackawanna, N. Y. 
St. Joseph’s Training School, Lorain, Ohio 
St. Francis Hospital, School of Nursing, Pittsburgh, Pa. 
St. Mary’s School of Nursing, Galvestown, Texas 
Santa Rosa Infirmary, School of Nursing, San Antonio, Texas 
Sacred Heart School of Nursing, Spokane, Wash. 


























NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND T 
Charles Street, Baltimore e 
Catholic College for Women conducted PREPARATOR 


OHN" 


'Y SCHOOL 


——" DANVERS... MASS. 


MITE BOXES 




















by the School Sisters of Notre Dame, For 
Academic | Department — High — A Country School, eighteen miles from Bos- ae, 
Courses of College Preparatory = e, ton, preparing Catholic boys for College and Missionary 
Elementary Department, Music, - Technical School. Every modern facility for 
Physical Culture. For Catalogue, ad- student life, Write to Principal: Box 244. — and 
dress: The Secretary. St. John’s Preparatory School, Danvers, Mass. A Gop. we i 
= (Hn 2 
rs Cy Special 
ee Offerings 


THE ACADEMY OF NOTRE DAME 
ROXBURY, MASS. 

Conducted by Sisters of Notre Dame of Namur. A 

Select Boarding School for Girls. Primary, Interme- 


diate, and Academic Departments. Special facilities for 
the study of Music and Art. 

Aims :—Physical Health ; Solid Knowledge; Cultured 
Manners; Thorough Moral and Religious Training. 


Address: THE SISTER SUPERIOR. 
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ST. MICHAEL’S COLLEGE AND HIGH SCHOAL 
Winooski Park, Vermont 
Conducted by the Fathers of St. Edmund, 
A.B.; Ph.B.; S.; Pre-Medical Course. 
Preparatory Seminary for the Fathers of 
St. Edmund connected with the Institution. 
Send for catalogue 
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Catalog free. Samples of various styles 
Sent on receipt of twenty-five cents. 


EDWARDS FOLDING BOX COMPANY 
Makers of Folding Boxes of All Kinds 
29 No. 6th Street Philadelphia, Pa. 
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THE FIELD AFAR 


HIS paper is the organ of the 
Society at home and abroad. It 
is issued monthly except in the sum- 
mer when a special enlarged July- 
August number is published. 
Subscription rates: one dollar 
($1.00) a year; five dollars 
($5.00) for six years; fifty dol- 
lars ($50.00) for life. 





Entered at Post Office, Maryknoll, N. Y. 
as Seconp Crass Matter. 


Acceptance for mailing at special rate of 
postage provided for in section 1103, Act 
of Oct. 3, 1917; authorized Nov. 21, 1921. 





Make checks and money orders payable to 
The Maryknoll Fathers, Maryknoll, N. Y. 


For further information address: 


The Catholic Foreign Mission Society, 
Maryknoll, N. Y. 
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Established by action of the 
United States Hierarchy, April 27, 
1911. 

Authorized by His Holiness Pius 
X, at Rome, June 29, 1911. Final 
Approval by Pope Pius XI, May 7, 
1930. 


“Maryknoll’, in honor of the 
Queen of Apostles, has become the 
popular designation of the Society. 


Object—to train Catholic mis- 
sioners for the heathen, with the 
ultimate aim to develop a native 
clergy in lands now pagan. 

Priests, students, and Auxiliary 
Brothers compose the Society. 

Auxiliary Brothers participate as 
teachers, trained nurses, office as- 
sistants, and skilled workmen. 





IN THE UNITED STATES 


Central Administration and 
Seminary are at Ossining (Mary- 
knoll P. O.), New York, about 
thirty miles north of the metropolis. 
Students in the seminary make the 
usual six-year course in Philosophy 
and Theology. 

Maryknoll Preparatory Col- 
leges—These are at Clarks Summit, 
Pa.; Cincinnati, O.; and Los Al- 
tos, Calif. They admit to a six-year 
classical course youths who are 
ready for high school. 

Maryknoll Procures serve as de- 
pots of supplies and as homes of 
passage for Maryknoll missioners. 
They are located as follows: 

San Francisco, Calif., at 1492 Mc- 
Allister St., corner of Scott. 

Los Angeles, Calif., at 1220 South 
Alvarado St. 

Seattle, Wash., at 1603 East Jef- 
ferson St. 

Maryknoll Japanese Missions. 
At Los Angeles, Calif., address 


Maryknoll Fathers, 426 South Boyle 
Ave.; or Maryknoll Convent, 425 
South Boyle Ave. At San Juan, 
Calif., address Maryknoll Fathers, 
San Juan Bautista Mission. At Se- 
attie, Wash., address the Maryknoll 
Convent, 507 Seventeenth Ave. 


House of Study in Rome, Italy, 
at Via Sardegna, 83. 





EASTERN ASIA ADDRESSES 


China— 
Maryknoll Procure, 160 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 
For Bishop Walsh and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kongmoon, 
Kwangtung 
For Fr. Meyer and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Pingnam, 
Kwangsi 
For Msgr. Ford and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kaying, via 
Swatow 
For Priests in Manchuria— 
Catholic Mission, Fushun, Man- 
churia 
For Sisters in Manchuria— 
Tenshudo, Dairen, Manchuria. 
For Sisters in Hong Kong— 
Maryknoll Convent, 103 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 
Korea— 
For Msgr. Morris and Priests— 
Tenshudo, Peng Yang, Korea 
For Ststers— 
Maryknoll Cotvent 
Tenshudo, Yeng You, Korea 
Philippine Islands— 
For Priests— 
St. Rita’s Hall, Manila, P. I. 
For Sisters— 
St. Paul’s Hospital, Manila, P. I. 
Hawaiian Islands— 
For Priests— 
1701 Wilder Ave. 
Honolulu, Hawaii 
For Sisters— 
1722 Dole St. 
Honolulu, Hawaii 


ASSOCIATE MEMBERSHIP 


VERY subscriber is registered 
as a member of the C. F. M. S. 
and remains such until the subscrip- 
tion expires. A life subscriber be- 
comes a Perpetual Member. 

As a member, the subscriber 
shares in over seven thousand 
Masses offered yearly by Maryknoll 
priests, and is remembered daily in 
the several Maryknoll communities. 
Members also share in the labors, 
sacrifices, and privations of the mis- 
sioners. 





Membership alone, without Tue 
Fietp Arar, may be secured for one 
year by an offering of fifty cents; 
in perpetuity by an offering of fifty 
dollars (payable within two years). 


CABLE ADDRESS: 
Maryknoll — Ossining, N. Y. 








FORMS OF BEQUEST 

I hereby give, devise, and be- 
queath unto the Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc., 
of Maryknoll, Ossining, New York, 
a corporation organized and existing 
under the laws of the State of New 
NH Raier Fcrariye less area Nereiciem arate (here 
insert legacy) 
used by the said Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc., 
for the purposes for which it is in- 
corporated. 





I hereby give, devise, and be- 
queath unto the Foreign Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc., 
of Maryknoll, Ossining, New York, 
a corporation organized and exist- 
ing under the laws of the State of 
INGWHVOtle sieu ne ceisiewewsoraes (here 
WNSELEITEDOEW): cxiecicsccieesiecivie to be 
used by the said Foreign Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc., for 
the purposes for which it is in- 
corporated. 
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AMONG LITTLE ONES OF THE MARYKNOLL LOTING ORPHANAGE 
Mother Mary Joseph Rogers, of Jamaica Plain, Mass., Mother General of 
the Maryknoll Sisters (to the right); and Sister Mary Paul McKerna, 
of Reading, Pa., Superioress of the community's houses im South China 
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AN INITIATION INTO MISSION LIFE 


By Sr. M. Lawrence Foley, of Fall River, Mass., now in Yeungkong, South China 








Have you tried eating rice with chopsticks? In China, even the 








Rass UITE well after 
U y 7 . 

\\\ the long jour- 

| ney. Arrived 

safely in Yeung- 





| kong on Christ- 
=| mas Day.” ; 
| Such was the 

message which 
reached the Os- 
sining, N. Y., 
Mother-House 
of the Mary- 
knoll Sisters from their two most 
recent missioners to China, Sr. 
M. Claudia Hollfelder, of South 
River, N. J., and Sr. M. Dolorosa 
Oberle, of Mankato, Minn. 

But there are excellent reasons 
why cabled messages do not enter 
into many details; and letters 
since received from South China 
show that the initiation of our 
Sisters into the mission life was 
not so humdrum as the above 
brief news might indicate. 

Our readers will recall that the 
Yeungkong Convent was reopened 
last autumn, after an interval of 
five years during which commu- 
nistic influences and agitations 
made it unsafe for the Sisters to 
remain at Maryknoll’s first mis- 
sion in the Orient. Three of our 
pioneer Sisters in China returned 
to Yeungkong, and eagerly awaited 
the two new recruits from the 
States. 

When word came of their ar- 
rival, Sr. M. Lawrence Foley, of 








b\ if 


Fall River, Mass., who has been 
in South China since 1921, went 
to meet them in Hong Kong. The 
party left the Maryknoll Hong 
Kong Convent on the evening of 
December nineteenth. Since, un- 
der favorable conditions, the jour- 
ney to Yeungkong can now be 
made in two days, they expected 
to arrive in ample time for Christ- 
mas. 

In the meanwhile, the two Sis- 
ters left at the Yeungkong Con- 
vent made ready the firecrackers 
and the feast day banquet. Even 
the blind girls and the old ladies 
of the Home were in a state of 
anticipation. But Christmas Eve 
came — Midnight Mass was cele- 
brated—the sun rose on Christ- 
mas—still no Sisters. 


The sojourn of the travelers in 


the South China Sea is described 


as follows by Sr. Lawrence. 








THE ANNUITY PLAN 
HE missioner builds 
for eternity. Do you? 
The Maryknoll Annuity 
Plan provides you with 
income for time and eters 


nity. Inquire. 











babies can do it! 


The Start— 

We left Hong Kong on the evening 
of December nineteenth, with trunks, 
and boxes, and two big turkeys; and 
arrived in Pakkai at about 6 o’clock the 
following morning. Fr. Ashness met 
us, and we assisted at his Mass. We 
were overjoyed to learn that it was the 
steamer that was leaving for Yeung- 
kong, not one of the junks. 

Although the departure -had been 
scheduled for noon, we learned that it 
had been changed to 4 p.m. The har- 
bor officials visited the steamer several 
times, and someone told us that the 
cargo was too heavy. Evidently, though, 
they did not order any unloaded; and 
we merely waited for high tide, which 
was at 9 p.m., when off we started. 
We sat out on deck for more than an 
hour, as the night was very hot. 





A Dangerous Locality— 

Shortly after retiring, we were con- 
scious that the boat had stopped, but 
we did not know the reason until morn- 
ing—when daylight revealed that we 
were fast in the mud, close to rice 
fields. We were told that at bigh tide 
(10 p.m. that night), the boat would be 
floated. 

We noticed a Chinese gunboat along- 
side, and Sr. Lawrence was told that it 
had been engaged to protect us, as we 
were in a dangerous locality, the shore 
to which we were moored being a 
bandit district. Sister knew, too, that 
we were in practically the same spot 
as our Sisters were when pirated in 


MARYKNOLL GREETS YOU ON ITS TWENTIETH BIRTHDAY! 
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1927. Of course, Sister was worried, 
but she was glad that the two new- 
comers could not understand what was 
being said. 

During the morning, Sr. Claudia was 
standing on the deck outside our cabin, 
when a young Chinese boy came up 
and began talking English. The other 
two Sisters inside were enjoying the 
conversation, and were prompting Sis- 
ter as to what to say next. The lad 
knew little English; and, when Sister 
could not understand a word, he would 
promptly spell it. The two listeners 
inside were surprised to hear him say, 
“T am very much afraid here. In those 
mountains there are many robbers— 
r-o-b-b-e-r-s”, he spelled. 

Sr. Lawrence gave an involuntary 
exclamation; and Sr. Claudia, hearing 
it, changed the subject—not knowing 
exactly why. 


Stuck Fast— 

Ten p.m. came, and with it high tide; 
and, although the engine was started up 
and many efforts were made to move 
the steamer, they were all useless. 
Morning dawned, and there we were 
in the same spot. 











WHY SPEND A DOLLAR ON 
THE FIELD AFAR? 


(Six reasons out of a hundred) 


1, You are investing a dollar 
in the safest and surest bank- 
ing concern in existence—the 
Treasury of the Lord, with 
interest a hundred-fold. 


2. You become an Apostle, by 
furnishing the ‘‘wherewith- 
al’? so necessary for mission 
activity. 


3. You are helping to put 
America on a footing with 
the countries of Europe as a 
mission force. 


4. You are helping to stimu- 
late zeal at home, forit is a 
well-known fact that mission 
activity always has a marked 
spiritual effect on the Church 
at home. 


5. You are assuring yourself 
that you will receive eleven 
issues of a magazine which, 
in the words of our readers, 
is the brightest, cheeriest little 
paper published. 


6. If you don’t spend a dollar 
he Field Afar, we both 
lose! 











TEACHERS AND PUPILS OF THE MARYKNOLL SISTERS’ HOLY SPIRIT 
SCHOOL IN HONG KONG 


Baptisms have been recorded at this Maryknoll School for the higher 
education of Chinese girls 





THE PROGRESS OF THE FIRST SCORE OF YEARS 


HAS BEEN LARGELY 


Our lunch basket was pretty empty, 
as we had planned on only one day, 
and this was the third. The new Sis- 
ters had not been initiated into Chinese 
food, and so we contented ourselves 
with rice; and, while the milk lasted, 
they enjoyed that. Then, when the milk 
gave out, we managed to get a bit of 
sugar—but soon there was no sugar. 

We had with us a box of chocolates, 
a gift from Bishop Walsh; so we 
opened that, and ate rice, and choco- 
lates, and drank Washington coffee. 
At Kongmoon we had been given a big 
package of oranges, and we had Amer- 
ican apples and oranges from Kowloon, 
which we had been hoarding for the 
two Sisters at Yeungkong. Gradually 
all were disappearing. 





Another Halt— : 
High tide that evening was towards 


midnight; again the engine was started, 
the tug tugged, and off we floated to 
the middle of the stream. Morning 
dawned, and found us in the same spot! 
It was better than being in the mud, 
but we were longing to be off. . 

At two in the afternoon, we again 
heard the chug chug of the engine; but 
alas, it was not for long! A rope had 
become entangled in the propeller, and 
it had to be released. A group of 
“divers” were engaged, after much 
talk. It was bitter cold, and we felt 
sorry for them, as one after the other 
took his turn going down into the icy 
water. 

Finally, all the rope was brought 
up. It was 4pm. We really steamed 
up then, and kept going at a good clip. 
After all, it was only Tuesday; and, 
if we kept going, we would easily 
reach Yeungkong on the morrow— 
Christmas Eve. 


The Storm— 
At about 9 p.m., we came to a cus- 


toms place, and dropped anchor. We 
kept wondering why we were staying 
so long, as, although there was a gale 
blowing, and we were being rocked 
quite a bit, we did not realize what a 
storm we had gotten into. Morning 
found us still lying at anchor! Wed- 
nesday morning, the day before Christ- 
mas. 

At eight or nine o’clock we were off, 
and the Captain told us that he had not 
dared to sail the previous night. No 
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one felt like eating, as it was very 
rough. 

We kept going until 3 p.m., when 
we stopped at a village called Tung 
Ping, and were told we would remain 
there until morning. However, it was 
said we could go overland to Yeung- 
kong and reach home that night. How 
anxious we were to get there in time 
for Midnight Mass! 

We went ashore, and attempted to 
make arrangements, for the overland 
journey to Yeungkong. But none of 
the villagers thought it possible for us 
Sisters, so we finally had to give up 
hopes. We nearly got left behind by 
the steamer, as well. 

While we were ashore, the Captain 
had changed his mind about anchoring 
for the night. We were in a sampan, 
rowing out to the steamer, when the 
whistle blew, and the boat moved off. 

The sampan women yelled at the tops 
of their voices; and, to our relief, the 
steamer was stopped and in a few min- 
utes we were alongside. The steps 
were lowered, and we climbed up, only 
to receive a good scolding from the 
Captain. We didn’t mind that, and the 
old Luen Woh looked like a floating 
palace to us. We sailed for about half 
an hour, and then anchored again. 





Christmas Eve— 
We were pretty hungry by then, so 


opened up our sack of potatoes and a 
can of butter, and had a most generous 
dish of mashed potatoes. By this time, 
the new Sisters didn’t care if they never 
saw rice again, so we ate potatoes— 
and potatoes—and more potatoes. 

It was Christmas Eve. We had with 
us a lovely Infant, which Mother Mary 
Joseph had sent to us; so we opened 
the precious package, and made a hum- 
ble Crib of the wrappings. 

Then we sat on the lower berth op- 
posite, and sang Christmas carols, and 
said prayers for many intentions—in- 
cluding an earnest petition that we 
might reach home on “Jesus’ Holy 
Birthday”, as Christmas is called by 
the Catholic Chinese. 


More Delays— 
We woke long before dawn on 


Christmas Day—one Sister reported 
making her meditation at 2 a.m. 

Our sympathy was more for those 
around us than for ourselves. Our one 
desire was to honor Our Blessed Lord’s 
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sills NATIVE SISTERS OF SOUTH CHINA, AND THEIR eg > ee 
{IST 


RESS, SR. M. IMELDA SHERIDAN, 


OF SCRANTON 


Two "“Marvinel South China Superiors, Bishop Walsh and Monsignor 
Ford, have placed Chinese girls under the direction of the Maryknoll 
Sisters, to be trained in the religious life 


Birthday; and they knew nothing of 
His coming. Some asked us if Christ- 
mas was the Winter Festival, while 
even those who knew it was “Jesus’ 
Birthday” knew Him not. 

Quite early we heard the engine 
again; and, before we knew it, we were 
back at Tung Ping. 

Eleven o’clock saw us once more un- 
der way; and, although we again stuck 
in the sand, we were at the mouth of 
the Yeungkong River by one. It took 
some time to transfer our many pieces 
of baggage (including the two turkeys, 
which had fortunately survived the 
trip), and we had wind and tide against 
us. Our only stop was at the customs, 
and there a young man showed the 
greatest interest in ourselves and our 
baggage. “What did we have in ail 
those boxes; and would we give him 
something ?” 

We told him we had some butter, 
and said we would give him a tin; 








EEP the Catechist Funds mov- 

ing! Your Holy Name Society 

can fit nicely into mission work. Hire 

a catechist and get in touch with the 
Maryknoller who will use him. 


whereupon he soon disappeared. Most 
Chinese hate butter, saying they would 
as soon eat soap. 





The Welcome— 
It was about 4:30 when we stepped 


out of the sampan, engaged carriers for 
the baggage, and set off up our fine, 
wide main street. We had gone some 
distance when we were discovered by 
one of the mission boys.» He took our 
bag, and set off ahead of us. 

When we reached the alley, we saw 
the Sisters coming to meet us. The 
garden was full of Christian women 
from the villages, who joined in wel- 
coming us home, and telling us how 
they had prayed for our safety. 

Fr. Taggart came over to greet us, 
and then we had the wonderful hap- 
piness of receiving Holy Communion 
on “Jesus’ Holy Birthday”—while all 
hearts poured forth their thanksgiving 
that the long sojourn on the South 
China Sea had had no evil conse- 
quences. 

Our new Sisters took the whole try- 
ing experience in as matter of fact a 
way as any “veterans”, and we were 
proud of them. 


UNDER GOD, TO YOUR CO-OPERATION. 
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A First Dip into the Interior o 
Land of Opportunities 


LPP eto 








f Manchuria, 


By Sr. M. Eunice Tolan, of Arlington, Mass., Superioress of the Maryknoll Dairen Convent 


REAT opportuni- 
ties lie before the 
Maryknoll Sisters 
in Dairen. The 
Japanese and Chi- 
nese of this “gate- 
way to Man- 
churia”, the port 

ranking second in importance in 

the whole of China, are anxious 

to have the Sisters establish a 

school for the higher education of 

girls. This would be an institu- 
tion similar to the Holy Spirit 

School conducted by the Mary- 

knoll Sisters in Hong Kong, which 

prepares Chinese girls for univer- 
sity entrance examinations. 

First, however, the pioneers of 
the Dairen Convent must become 
acclimated, and master either Jap- 
anese or Chinese—preferably 
both! 

The formal opening of the Sis- 
ters’ Dairen house took place on 
March nineteenth, the Feast of 
Saint Joseph, 1930. Mother Mary 
Joseph, the Superior General of 
the Maryknoll Sisters, then mak- 
ing a visitation of the Congrega- 
tion’s houses in the Orient, was 
present for the memorable event. 
The lucky pioneers of the Dairen 
foundation numbered five. 

Another Maryknoll Sister, Sr. 
M. Peter Duggan, of Brookline, 
Mass., joined the pioneers in 
March of this year. Sr. Peter has 
been a member of the faculty of 
the Maryknoll St. Francis Xavier 
School for Japanese in Los An- 
geles since 1920; and, during re- 
cent years, Superior of the Mary- 
knoll Sisters connected with the 











Los Angeles Mission. Sr: Peter 
will teach English in the girls’ 
Middle School, a government in- 
stitution. Fr. Tibesar and Fr. 
O’Donnell, the Maryknoll priests 
of Dairen, already conduct similar 
classes in two large Middle 
Schools for boys. 

In the following account, Sr. 
M. Eunice, the Superior of the 
Dairen Convent, tells of the first 
real mission journey to the in- 
terior of the country, where con- 
ditions are still unaltered by con- 
tact with Western “progress”. 


Shan Cheng Tze— 

Sr. Coronata and I went first to 
Fushun, where we spent an afternoon 
visiting the orphanage, the girls’ and 
boys’ schools, and the dispensary. That 
night we slept on a k’ang in the girls’ 
school. During our .mission trip we 
slept on these oven-beds four nights, 
and found them clean and comfortable, 
not to mention the welcome heat. I 
wouldn’t mind sleeping on them all the 
time. It is great sleeping on top of 
the stove! 

Next morning, wrapped in heavy 
furs, we left almost immediately after 
Mass, for an hour’s mule cart ride 
across the river to the Chinese railroad 
station in Fushun, where we boarded 
the train for Shan- Cheng Tze. Fr. 
Davis was at the station to meet us 
when we arrived at two o'clock. We 
climbed into droshkies, and drove 
through a busy mud-hut market town 
of seventy-five or eighty thousand peo- 
ple to the mission compound on the 
outskirts. 


We stayed overnight at Shan Cheng 


MAY THE MASTER OF APOSTLES HIMSELF 





Tze, in the home of one of the Chris- 
tians, whose property adjoins ours in the 
rear. His is a small, three-room brick 
house. The owner is more or less 
wealthy, having enjoyed for thirty 
years, so the story goes, the lucrative 
profession of banditry. 

Be that as it may, he is now a good 
Catholic, and is praying for the day 
when the Sisters will be in Shan Cheng 
Tze. He has offered his property at a 
nominal price to the priests, in order 
to hasten the establishment of a Mary- 
knoll Convent in Shan Cheng Tze. 





Eul Pa Tan— 

The second day saw us at Eul Pa 
Tan (pronounced Er Ba Dan), Fr. 
Davis’ mission. Our procession from 
Shan Cheng Tze to Eul Pa Tan was 
led by Fr. Davis on muleback, fol- 
lowed by his boy, and “Maggie”, one 
of the church props—also on muleback 
—and a mule cart of supplies. We 
brought up the rear, in a droshky. The 
movies “had nothing on” this early 
morning ride, during which we were 
wrapped in furs, as warm as toast. 

At the gates of this mud-hut village 
of Eul Pa Tan, we were met by the 
two Chinese Virgins, about sixty or 
seventy school children, and also by old 
and young men and women a-plenty. 

The village consists of about twenty- 
five mud-huts, and the church com- 
pound—a fine one indeed. This village 
is almost entirely Catholic. It has a 
good-sized brick church, a small brick 
rectory, and several other small build- 
ings, two of which are being used for 
schools. 


A Surprise— 
At Eul Pa Tan, there are seven 
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young women, between the ages of 
fourteen and twenty, who are anxious 
to become religious. They and the two 
Chinese Virgins live together in one 
room on the mission compound. 

While we were at Eul Pa Tan, we 
ate and slept Chinese fashion. In fact, 
we even slept in the room with the two 
Virgins and their seven charges. How- 
ever, we did not know we were going 
to. That evening, after Sr. Coronata 
was comfortably tucked in, and I was 
preparing to join her, the door opened 
unceremoniously, and in walked the 
nine of them with their little mattress- 
es, which they proceeded to spread out 
and make ready for the night. 





A Catholic Village— 

One of our more poetic Fathers calls 
this village of Eul Pa Tan “Sweet Au- 
burn”. I do not know how many vil- 
lages there are in this plain; but, even 
if there are a hundred, none could be 
more beautiful, to my mind, than Eul 
Pa Tan: 


It has a population of between four 
and five hundred, nearly every one of 
whom is a Catholic. At six o’clock 
Mass—and Father says the same is 
true of every week day morning—there 
were about one hundred present, and 
twelve received Holy Communion. For 
evening prayers at four o'clock, the 
whole parish turned out. 

Lovely! Lovely! Lovely! They 
don’t need Sisters here; but maybe 
we need them. 

We stayed here about twenty-four 
hours, and took advantage of the op- 
portunity to visit some of the homes. 
In each hut we visited, they offered us 
pipes, and our scanty knowledge of 
Chinese was taxed to the utmost, in the 
effort to decline the honor graciously. 

It had not really been our intention 
during this first trip to visit the peo- 
ple’s homes. We went out simply to 
see the village, but we had not gone 
far before the hospitable natives were 
inviting us into their huts. We were 


only too happy to accept their invita- 





tions, and they certainly seemed pleased 
to have us. 





A Manchu Breakfast— 

The Chinese food they served us for 
dinner and supper was delicious, and 
we thoroughly enjoyed it. But when, 
on the following morning, they put out 
about seventy-five different dishes for 
our breakfast, including one whole 
good-sized fish and about half a dozen 
fried eggs for each of us, it was too 
much. 

I tried to apologize, telling them that 
Americans eat very little in the morn- 
ing! So each of us partook of one egg, 
some bread, and coffee. 

When the breakfast banquet was 
over, we took our departure in mule 
carts, the Chinese Virgins and candi- 
dates accompanying us part of the way. 

Late that afternoon we arrived in 
Fushun—and our first glimpse of the 
interior missions had come and gone, 
kindling us with fresh zeal for our 
great vocation. 








WHEN MOTHER MARY JOSEPH VISITED HER DAIREN COMMUNITY 
A group of Japanese Catholics gathered in front of the Maryknoll Star of the Sea Church 


to welcome the Mother General. 


Sr. Eunice is seated on Mother Mary Joseph’s right. 


Fr. Leopold Tibesar, M.M., pastor at Dairen, is in the center of the top row 


BE THE REWARD OF OUR FRIENDS AND BENEFACTORS, 
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Glimpses of Our “‘Chosen”’ Field 


By Sr. M. William Duffy, of Fall River, Mass., now in Gishu, Korea 








ing, is known as the “Martyrs’ Gate”. 





The opening in the wall to the right of the picture, near which white garbed Koreans are stand- 
Tt was through this lowly entrance that pioneer mis- 


sioners gained secret admittance to the “Hermit Kingdom”, where almost all later were martyred 


WO of the Mary- 
knoll Sisters ‘now 
at work in the 
“Land of the 
Morning Calm’’ 
are Koreans, who 
made their noviti- 
ate in America. 
Since returning to their native 
land, they have been engaged in 
catechetical activities among the 
women and girls, besides teaching 
the language to the other Sisters. 

These latter, having now pro- 
gressed sufficiently to begin active 
mission work, are accordingly 
teaching catechism and choir mus- 
ic; directing girls’ sodalities and 
an industrial school; visiting the 
women; and caring for the sick, 
either in their homes or at the 
convent dispensaries. 

The desire to enter religion is 
often manifested by Korean girls, 
and when feasible the beginning 
of a native sisterhood will be 
made. The Maryknoll Sisters of 
Chosen have this purpose con- 
stantly in mind and prayer. Na- 
tive Sisters will be incomparable 
in their personal influence on the 
women and girls, receiving and 
begetting a sympathy, an under- 
standing, and a power to persuade 
quite impossible to a foreigner, no 
matter how facile with this 
strange tongue. 





The lines which follow recount 
daily happenings at Gishu, where 
the northernmost of our convents 
in Korea stands across the Yalu 
River from Manchuria. 


Market Day— 

Every fifth day is market day in 
Gishu, and then the farmers visit our 
dispensary in crowds. There are no 
prohibition laws in our Chosen Land, 
and some of the farmers arrive at the 
dispensary too happy to know what 
they came for. 

When such is the case, we do not 
investigate their needs very closely, as 
the combination of garlic and rice wine 
is rather overpowering. We send them 
away with some harmless pills, and tell 
them to come back in a few days and 
let us know how they get on. The 
next time they are sober, and we fix 
them up. 





The Simple Life— 

I wonder what an American farmer 
would think if he could see the way 
these people live. They have no farm 
buildings. If they possess an ox, he is 
tied to a stake in the front yard—be- 
cause there isn’t any back yard to tie 
him in. The space immediately back 
of the mud-house is given over to the 
chickens, and the straw roof of the 
main (and only) residence is an ideal 
place for a chicken roost. No alarm 
clocks other than the roosters are 


needed to turn the household out at 


4 a. m. 

Automobile worries don’t disturb 
them, because they haven’t any. Kore- 
ans travel everywhere on shank’s mare, 
and they are a people noted for the 
Wanderlust. 

They are so simple and lovable that 
it is easy to forget what would seem 
to us repellent in their living condi- 
tions, and to see only their souls, into 
which one would give anything to be 
able to bring the love and knowledge 
of God. 





The Pure of Heart— 

Last week a boy, dying of tubercu- 
losis, asked Fr. Ray to come and bap- 
tize him. His family—all pagans—had 
spent two thousand dollars in the en- 
deavor to cure him. The greater part 
of this sum had been used, not for 
medicine, but for the “devil lady” to 
come and exercise her power over the 
spirits of disease. 

The lad said he believed there is a 
good God, and he wanted to go to Him 
after death. The day after Baptism 
he died, and was buried with a Chris- 
tian funeral. 

His mother is coming to Mass now, 
and has asked to be instructed in the 
Faith. 





The Doctors Jealous— 

Our Gishu dispensary, which has 
brought us so many consolations, was 
recently the cause of a big anxiety. 


CONVERSIONS ARE NOT PERMANENT IN FAMILIES 
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The chief of police summoned Sr. 
Richard, our graduate nurse and the 
capable mainstay of the dispensary, to 
appear before him. He told Sister that, 
since there is no doctor in our dis- 
pensary, the Japanese laws forbid us 
to sell medicine, even at a nominal price 
(experience has taught us that medi- 
cine given gratis is not valued by the 
people, and is often thrown away). 

It seems that some of the local doc- 
tors had complained, on account of the 
crowds that were coming to us. They 
thought we were causing them to lose 
trade, and did not stop to consider that 
the majority of our “clients” would not 
go to them in any case, since they are 
too poor to pay their fees. 

On the return from the police sta- 
tion, it was most unpleasant to send 
away the sick people and crying babies 
waiting at the mission dispensary. 

We began at once a Novena in hon- 
or of the Little Flower, asking her in- 
tercession for the reopening of our 
dispensary; though, humanly speaking, 
we could see little or no hope. 

A week later, Fr. Ray visited the 
Mayor, and obtained for us permission 
to reopen the dispensary and continue 
just as before. Faith can move moun- 
tains, but prayer can move even “im- 
movable” officials. 





Outcasts— 

Soon after our dispensary reopened, 
a woman came asking medicine for her 
little one. The child’s eyes are in such 
a bad condition that he cannot open 
them. The mother is destitute, and has 
been roaming round without a home 
until just recently, when she’ was for- 
tunate enough to find a deserted shack 
of some kind. 

Her husband has tuberculosis, and 
had been lying without shelter of any 
sort. All they possessed were the clothes 
they had on, which were ragged and 
torn. Sr. Richard gave them some 
clothes, and promised to visit the sick 
man. This is only one of the many 
poor families who are in like circum- 
stances here. 

We are indeed grateful to God for 
enabling us to continue our little dis- 
pensary, it is the only refuge for some 
of these outcasts. 

There has been a noticeable increase 
of catechumens during recent months, 


and we feel that it is due to the con- 
tacts made in the dispensary. 





The Martyrs’ Gate— 
A few days ago, we ventured out for 


a long walk, and had a picnic lunch 
close to the Martyrs’ Gate. 

Needless to say, the two “new mis- 
sioners” of the Gishu Convent were 
thrilled by their first glimpse of the 
historic monument. It did not take 
them long to crawl through the hole 
in the massive wall by which the pio- 
neer French missioners gained secret 
entrance to Korea, under cover of dark- 
ness. 

The majority of these pioneers met 
a martyr’s death, among them being 
Just de Breteniéres and Henry Dorie 
with whose lives we were familiar 
through our own Maryknoll books. 

The regular entrance gate is some- 
what to the right of the ‘“Martyrs’ 
Gate”, but it. was closely guarded in 
the days of the heroic pioneers, and 
it was through the other lowly en- 
trance that they gained admittance to 
the “Hermit Kingdom”. 


We could not keep back a feeling of 
envy, as we looked at this holy spot 
which was for those saints of God also 
the gateway to heaven, 





FAVORS RECEIVED 
LEASE have said for me a Mass in 
thanksgiving to the Sacred Heart. 

I have succeeded in renting an apart- « 
ment which has been idle for a long 
time.—Medford Hillside, Mass. 





Please publish a thanksgiving in hon- 
or of Our Blessed Mother, St. Anne, 
and St. Theresa, through whose inter- 
cession I received a special favor.— 


Norfolk, Va. 





I am happy to be able to write you 
and let the Maryknoll Fathers know 
their prayers were certainly heard for 
me in the Novena to St. Francis Xa- 
vier. 

A temporal favor was granted to me 
out of a clear sky, which enabled me to 
give our pastor one hundred dollars— 
Howard Beach, N. Y. 











THE GRACIOUS KOREAN BOW 
The mission schoolgirl is saluting a Maryknoll Sister of her own race, 
Sr. Agnita Chang, of Chemulpo, Korea. On the child’s lips is the beautiful 
greeting of Korean Catholics, “Praised be Jesus Christ!” 


WHERE THE WIFE AND MOTHER REMAINS A PAGAN, 
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FR. ROMANIELLO WRITES OF 
SACRED HEART SCHOOL AND 
THE GODDESS OF KNOWLEDGE 

Kochow— 
(Kongmoon Vicariate) 


OCHOW is in a hollow, and en- 

circled by gently sloping moun- 
tains. It is an educational center; and 
towards the southwest of the town, on 
a small hill, there is a pagoda dedicated 
to the goddess of knowledge. Youths 
for miles around leave their country- 
side homes to pursue their studies un- 
der the shadow of the goddess. The 
town has ten schools, three of which 
are high schools. 

Our Sacred Heart School is an up- 
per grammar school. It enjoys a high 
reputation, and is registered with, the 
Government, so boys are glad to enter 
its halls. 

Most of our students are pagans; 
only about a dozen are baptized Cath- 
olics. But the Chinese Principal and 
several of the teachers are of the 
Faith, so the atmosphere is Christian. 

The Catholic teachers and students 
attend daily Mass, and have night 
prayers in common at the school. It 
happens quite frequently that some of 
the pagan boys, influenced by the ex- 
ample of their Catholic fellow-students, 
also attend Mass. On Sundays, Fr. 
Paschang holds a Bible class, which is 
open to all. 





FR. TENNIEN LOOKS INTO THE 
MUZZLE OF A GUN 


Jungyun— 
(Wuchow Mission) 


HAD been in Jungyun well over a 

month, so I decided to take a trip 
for confession. It was necessary to go 
to Wuchow, ninety miles distant. 

On a rather chilly morning, I board- 
ed one of the busses for Wuchow. 
Everything went along nicely, until we 
reached a place thirty miles from Jung- 
yun. Then a soldier in the middle of 


ane 











AFTER THE CORPUS CHRISTI 
PROCESSION IN A MARYKNOLL 
MANCHURIAN MISSION 


Fr. Armand Jacques, of Windsor, 
Canada; and Fr. William Killion, 
of Mattapan, Mass. 


the road, resting one knee on the 
ground, pointed a rifle directly at us. 
The healthy thing was to stop, which 
we did. 

He ordered the bus driver to draw 
up near the waiting station by the road- 
side, where there were about forty 
more soldiers. They yanked the pas- 
sengers out, and searched them, none 
too gently. Some they bound, and 
tied to the auto wheel; others they 





THE ANNUITY IDEA 
YoU give Maryknoll 


some hundreds—or 
thousands. 


Maryknoll, in return, sup- 
plies you with a generous 
interest as long as you live. . 


By this plan you benefit 
the mission cause, without 
sacrificing interest which 
you need. 


Send for our Annuity 
Leaflet. 














took inside for examination. 

No one seemed to want me, so I sat 
calmly—though not without apprehen- 
sion—in the bus. Some of the soldiers 
invited me to have tea, which I ac- 
cepted. After a bit, I ventured to ask 
them what it was all about. 

They were Kwangsi rebels, who had 
been fighting for a year and a half 
against the Kwangtung or Nationalist 
soldiers. Then I understood why they 
had several of the men securely tied. 
After examination, they found that two 
of the passengers with me _ were 
Kwangtung soldiers. They shot them 
without much ceremony. 

I waited for about an hour after the 
execution, and then stated that I was 
a busy man, and wanted to know when 
they were going to release the bus. 
“Not for several days”, they told me; 
so I said I thought I had better walk 
back to Jungyun. “As you wish”, they 
agreed. 

I set out, thanking the gocd Lord 
that I had been able to leave the place 
with life, liberty, and money. The 
Kwangsi rebel soldiers, I must say, 
have been the most chivalrous towards 
the common people through all their 
fighting. 

My arms grew rather stiff from 
carrying my bag; and, when darkness 
fell, I was glad to find shelter in a lit- 
tle bus station along the way. The old 
fellow who kept the place had a heart 
of gold, and tried to make things com- 
fortable. He gave me a blanket, which 
I rolled about me; and, stretching out 
on the boards, I went to sleep as soon 
as I had said my rosary. 


IN THE ORIENT, AGE-OLD CUSTOMS FORBID 
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The next day, as I trudged along the 
road, I met Kwangtung soldiers going 
over to fight the rebels. I was more 
than ever thankful that I was far from 
the scene of combat. Back in Jung- 
yun, I wondered what kind of a trip I 
would have the next time I tried to go 
to confession. 





BRO. BENEDICT DESCRIBES A 
NEW VENTURE 


Fushun— 

(Manchurian Mission) 
ODAY, circumstances forced us in- 
to a new venture for souls. Dr. 

Shu sent a messenger from our little 
hospital to say that a girl baby, only 
a few weeks old, had been abandoned 
there by its parents. “What on earth 
was to be done with the infant?” 

After making inquiries among our 
Christians, we secured the services of 
two good women who were willing to 
care for our waif. The child was bap- 
tized, and given the name of Anne. 
Thus came into existence, today, the 
Fushun Mission Orphanage. May it 
prosper, and be the means of bringing 
numerous little ones to Christ! 

Maryknoll-in-Fushun will be happy 
to receive offerings for the ransom of 
babies, for we are certain that, once 
the work is known, many will be 
brought to our orphanage. 





FR. HANNON CLAIMS THAT 
MARKET DAY HAS ITS 
ADVANTAGES 

Hiken— 
(Korean Mission) 
IKEN is a quiet little town, except 
on market day, which happens 
every fifth day. Then there’s a hubbub 
for fair—the squealing of pigs, the 
braying of donkeys, the mooing of ox- 
en, and so forth. The oxen have a 
song all their own, part trumpet call, 
part sneeze, a long heartbreaking asth- 
matic intake, and then a coloratura 
soprano finale. I never heard anything 
like it “back home” in the United States. 
Towards the end of the day, the men 
from the outlying villages celebrate, 
and after a bit too much fire-water 
they get boisterous, and add to the 
medley of dissonance. It’s a hot time 
in the old town—on market day. 
But there is also another side to Hi- 
ken market day. Our new church of 
the Sacred Heart has been completed, 
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GRADUATION DAY AT BLESSED MOTHER’S SCHOOL, PENG YANG, KOREA 
The missioners are Fr. Edward Barron, of River Rouge, Mich.; Fr. 
Patrick Cleary, of Ithaca, N. Y.; and Fr. Patrick Duffy, of Brooklyn, N.Y. 


and is the outstanding landmark of the 
district. It does apostolic service, at- 
tracting many pagans who come in to 
the Hiken market. 

What appears to strike these visitors 
most is a large picture of the Sacred 
Heart, painted by a young Korean ar- 
tist, Louis Chang, which hangs over 
the main altar. 

While the farmers are having their 


“look-see” at the church, our catechist 
takes advantage of the opportunity to 
show them the Stations of the Cross, 
and to tell them the story of Christ 
and of His Church. This provides an 
opening for later religious instruction. 

Yes, we like Hiken market. day; it 
brings us business, too—our Father’s 
business, for which we came to this 
Chosen Land. 








A CHINESE JUNK FRAMED BY THE ENTRANCE TO BISHOP WALSH’S 
COMPOUND IN KONGMOON, SOUTH CHINA 


SOCIAL INTERCOURSE BETWEEN MEN AND WOMEN. 
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June, and Our Twentieth Anniversary 


CENES at Mary- 
knoll on those 
blessed days when 
new apostles are 
ordained for the 
fields white to the 
harvest always 
linger long in the 
memory ; but the occasion of our 
most recent ordinations to the 
priesthood was marked by an es- 
pecially touching incident. 

One of our latest group of 
priests comes from Mexico; and 
among his guests was his little 
brother, a chubby, dark-eyed little 
fellow, wearing a belt of beads 
fashioned in his native land. 

When our newly-ordained laid 
his hands in priestly blessing on 
his little brother’s head, the hap- 
piness in that small face was a liv- 
ing proof of the words: Blessed 
are the clean of heart; for they 
shall see God. 

And now the little lad from 
Mexico plays at giving his bless- 
ing to other children; and dreams 
of the time when he, too, will be a 
man, and able to go in unto the 
Altar of God. 








How About It?— 

THIS is your last opportunity 
““ for that Twentieth Anniver- 
sary Gift to Maryknoll—a new 
subscriber to Tue Frietp Arar. 
It is still not too late. 

You can discover no surer way, 
if you would gladden the heart of 
our Founder and Superior Gen- 
eral on his return from the jour- 
ney over the long Maryknoll mis- 
sion trail. 





Fitting Raiment— 
TWENTIETH Anniversary 
demands, at the very mini- 

mum, a new suit; or, if you be 

Bostonese, fitting raiment. 

Consequently, our manual labor 
squads of Maryknoll Sweepers 
and Garnishers, Inc.—both in- 
doors and out—have of late 
thrown off that air of unruffled 
dignity and gracious nonchalance, 
and are vigorously speeding up an 





FR. ALONSO ESCALANTE, M.M., 
BLESSES HIS LITTLE BROTHER 


irresistible offensive against all 
that might offend the scenic eye 








HOSPITALITY TO 
CHRIST 


F any Catholic man or 
woman were offered a 
chance to take care of our 
Divine Lord for a day— 
who would count the’ cost ? 
Who would not wish for 
riches enough to keep him 
always? 


Well, that very oppor- 
tunity exists today; for in 
China one thing is certain— 
no missioner, no Christ! 
The pagans will not support 
a priest; and the native 
Christians cannot. So there 
is but one way for our 
Savior to live His Euchar- 
istic Life in that troubled 
land. He must look to His 
children in other countries. 


A dollar will keep a Mary- 
knoll missioner—and Christ 
—in China for a day. 











on lawn or roadway, classroom or 
cloister. They are putting the fin- 
ishing touches to whatever un- 
finished would convince Father 
General, on his return from the 
missions, that it was high time he 
got back. 

Breathes there somewhere a 
lazy bee, or a sluggish ant? If 
such there be, let it bow his or her 
as-the-case-may-be head in shame 
before this furious non-union en- 
ergy of our manual laborites, so 
wondrously outwitching the 
Dames of Endor by invoking 
flower beds into being, charming 
lawns and hedges from their 
woodland savagery, turning old 
into new by the magic wand of a 
paintbrush, and presto-changing 
Mary’s Knoll into a glass of fa- 
shion, from a mouldy form. 

Come up and see the scenery, 
when our Anniversary Day doth 
dawn. Father Gardener will give 
you, for souvenir, slips from our 
June roses, precious scallion bulbs, 
and splints from the whiffle trees. 





An Epidemic— 

“LIJEY, Jim, have you seen any- 
thing of the kodak mother 

just sent me?” 

“That’s a nice question, Pat. I 
was just going to ask you if you 
had caught sight of my one and 
only watch.” 

“Looks like there’s a regular 
epidemic of property vanishing in- 
to thin air just now, Pat; if you’ve 
anything left at all, hang on to it 
tight.” 

So are words bandied back and 
forth on the Knoll this month, and 
many a priest or seminarian finds 
himself the poorer. It is even 
rumored that a box of pencil stubs 
has disappeared from the Superi- 
or General’s office; and there is 
that package of goldfish food 
which, in spite of the most persis- 
tent researches, has never been ac- 
counted for. 

Far be it from us to form any 
rash judgments, but there is a cer- 
tain look on the countenances of 
our new missioners which gives us 
pause. Beaming smiles, indeed, 
proclaim to all and sundry that the 
long, long trail has wound at 
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length right into the land of their 
dreams; but there is also in their 
eyes an oddly acquisitive gleam— 
those mission trunks must be 
filled. And, after all, who would 
be so churlish as to object to a 
certain amount of “borrowing”, 
among friends? 

Perhaps some kind reader will 
contribute a mite or so towards 
the purchase of the needed sup- 
plies—and so put an end to that 
annual epidemic! 


Corpus Christi— 

FACcH year, when the cycle of 

the Church’s feasts brings us 

Corpus Christi again, our trees 

and lawns are at their greenest 

and our shrubs and flower beds 
are all abloom for the passage of 
their Eucharistic King. 

Solemn Vesper service in the 
temporary chapel at the Seminary 
precedes the procession across 
fields and gardens to the lawn in 
front of Rosary House. There, 
before the statue of Our Lady of 
Maryknoll, an altar has been 
erected, and her Divine Son gives 
us His Benediction. 

Chanting age-old melodies, the 
long line of priests, seminarians, 
Brothers, and Sisters then winds 
its way down the hill to the Sis- 
ters’ chapel, for another Blessing ; 
after which it returns to the Sem- 
inary. 

Visitors to the Knoll on this 
beautiful feast find the Maryknoll 
bodyguard of the Blessed Sacra- 
ment an inspiring sight, and are 
naturally reminded of the future, 
when this army of young apostles 
will lead pagans to their Eucha- 
ristic Lord in fields afar. 

One in Christ— 
ROM its foundation, Mary- 
knoll has drawn to the service 

of Christ young men and young 

women of many nations. Practi- 
cally all of our States, Canada, 

Mexico, Holland, Germany, Swit- 

zerland, England, Australia, Chi- 

na, Japan, Korea—these are only 

a few of the various nationalities 

represented in the two communi- 

ties. 

No fatalities have occurred as 





yet, and there has been no need 
of safeguarding the rights of 
small nations. 

They’re all the same size at 
Maryknoll. 


An old Slogan— 

‘WYJHAT would you prefer?” 
asked a friend who wished 

to help us financially; and the 

words had barely been uttered 

when we came back with, “Some- 

thing Stringless!” 

Oh, that Stringless Gift! How 
good it looks when visions of bills 
are dancing in the sun, electric, or 
moonlight—according to the hour. 

There are the coal bills, the in- 
terest on our debt, the food bills 
for our large “family”, here and 
overseas; the procession would 
make us hopelessly dizzy, had we 
not those Stringless Gifts as bal- 
last. 


If ye Maryknoll Econome were 
a rhyme carpenter, he would sure- 
ly turn out something on 

The Stringless Gift 

But perhaps that unappreciative 
Editor would cut it out, anyway ; 
so lack of poetic fire does not un- 
duly grieve him. 


The Sisterhood Grows— 
N June twenty-fourth, the 
Feast of the Nativity of St. 
John the Baptist, there will be 
another clothing and profession 
ceremony at the Maryknoll Con- 
vent. 

The day is a singularly appro- 
priate one for the consecration to 
God’s service of those whose vo- 
cation, like that of the Forerun- 
ner of Christ, is to “go before the 
face of the Lord to prepare His 
ways”. 











CHANTING AGE-OLD MELODIES, THE MARYKNOLL BODYGUARD OF OUR 
EUCHARISTIC KING ACCOMPANIES HIM ALONG HIS CORPUS CHRISTI 
WAY OF BENEDICTION 
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TO THOSE WHO LOVE GOD ALL THINGS 
WORK TOGETHER FOR GOOD 








UNE, month of roses, of Cor- 

pus Christi, and of the Sacred 
Heart of Jesus. 

May the love of Jesus Christ 
glow crimson in the hearts of men, 
and make this world God’s gar- 
den! 


Graduation days! And then what? 
Ask the Holy Spirit to guide and 
direct our youth in the choice of 
their life work. And remember that 
God will not be outdone in gen- 
erosity. 


ND now for the summertide! 
We of Maryknoll shall be glad 
and grateful if our friends, while 
on well-earned vacations, discover 
ways and means to keep us busy. 
Last year some of our readers, 
while vacationing, introduced 
their old acquaintance, Tue Fietp 
Arar, to newly found friends. 
The results were surprisingly grat- 
ifying, and increased considerably 
the number of “cover to cover” 
devotees of our mission magazine. 


We must not expect that God 
will send an angel to make known 
a true vocation. 


ACATIONS and Vocations— 
what is the connecting link? 
It is at this season of the year that 
Maryknoll answers numerous vo- 
cation inquiries, doubtless because 


graduation is now a past event, 
and September looms large on the 
summer horizon. ' 

“What is the next step”, many 
a young Catholic at the threshold 
of manhood or womanhood is ask- 
ing, “and where shall I be in the 
fall?” 

There is no need to hesitate if 
an inner voice whispers to the in- 
quirer that he or she is called to 
be a missionary priest, Brother, or 
nun. Why not? 

It is from just such timber that 
the Divine Craftsman has hewn 
apostles, confessors, and martyrs 
down through the ages; and His 
grace is all-sufficient. 





The first sign of a vocation is a 
supernatural objective, the desire 
to lead a holier life. 


"THIS year’s Midsummer Issue 

of Tue Fierp Arar will be 
our Twentieth Anniversary Num- 
ber, and will contain many fea- 
tures of interest for all friends of 
our American foreign mission 
movement. 

We are planning additional 
pages and an attractive garb for 
our “read from cover to cover” 
magazine. 





2 

HE fourth of this month marks 

the fourth anniversary of the 
death in China of Father Mc- 
Shane, Maryknoll’s “Saint Vin- 
cent de Paul”. Our readers will 
recall that this young missioner 
literally laid down his life to save 
souls, since he died of smallpox 
contracted from an abandoned 
Chinese baby girl whom he had 
rescued and baptized. 

The frontispiece of this issue 
shows Mother Mary Joseph, Su- 
perioress General of the Mary- 
knoll Sisters, and Sister Paul, 
Superioress of the community’s 
houses in China, at Loting, Fa- 
ther McShane’s mission. They 
are surrounded by smiling little 
ones of the Loting orphanage. The 
number of these babies ransomed 
from paganism by Father Mc- 
Shane mounted into the thou- 
sands. 

Loting recalls the name of an- 


other Maryknoll apostle, who also 
died in June, a year later than Fa- 
ther McShane. This is Sister 
Mary Bernadette, the first Chi- 
nese nun of the Maryknoll Con- 
gregation, who did fine work at 
Loting among those of her own 
race until political conditions 
forced the Sisters to leave the in- 
terior. Maryknoll Sisters in South 
China are eagerly looking forward 
to the time when they will be able 
to return to the orphans of Lot- 
ing. 
& 

N these days of nationalism, the 

one great objection to Christi- 
anity heard on all sides in Orien- 
tal countries is the discrepancy be- 
tween Christian nations and the 
Christian religion. 

It would be well for the puzzled 
ones to realize that the very exis- 
tence of that discrepancy absolves 
the Christian religion of responsi- 
bility. It only claims that its ob- 
servance will make men and na- 
tions better, not its denial. It de- 
serves to be judged by some better 
indications than the conduct of 
those who continually flout it. 

What the Orient can learn from 
a study of the so-called Christian 
nations is a fairly just estimate of 
what the Christian religion isn’t. 





The measure of fitness for the 
foreign mission vocation is the 
measure of generosity towards 
Christ. 





UR readers have often ex- 

pressed a desire to find more 
frequent mention of our Sisters 
in the pages of Tue Fietp Arar; 
and we, in turn, have made their 
wish known'to our Marys and 
Marthas. 

But they have been so busy all 
these years devising ways and 
means to forward the develop- 
ment and mission activities of 
Maryknoll that the needs of their 
own particular community were 
unselfishly banished to the back- 
ground. 

Now, however, that they have 
undertaken a vital venture, the 
construction of their permanent 
Mother-House, we have at length 
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persuaded them to let our readers 
hear something of their labors, 
hopes, and problems. 

The present issue of THE Fietp 
AFAR is a Sisters’ Number, and 
we are confident that it will re- 
ceive a warm welcome. Our for- 
eign mission Sisters need at the 
present time the full measure of 
encouragement their friends and 
ours can give them, and Mary- 
knoll will be especially grateful to 
all who reach them a helping hand. 





A missioner counts his sacrifices 
as nothing, because he labors for 
the kindest of Masters, Jesus 
Christ. 





AN it be a whole decade since 
one of ours compiled the pam- 
phlet Maryknoll-at-Ten? 

It hardly seems possible, but the 
fact remains that when our 
Founder and Superior General re- 
turns to us this month it will be to 
celebrate, on June twenty-ninth, 
Maryknoll-at-Twenty. 

Twenty years ago, on that date, 
Father Walsh, and Maryknoll’s 
co-founder, Father Price of holy 
memory, received the approval of 
the Sacred Congregation of Prop- 
aganda for their project of an 
American foreign mission society ; 
and the saintly Pope Pius X 
blessed the undertaking. 

Since then the number of those 
who gather under the mantle of 
Our Lady of Maryknoll has in- 
creased from two to over eight 
hundred. Apostles have been sent 
to those still in the darkness of 
paganism; and these Maryknoll 
apostles are, in turn, training Chi- 
nese and Korean youths for the 
sublime vocation of “other 
Christs”’. 

The Society now has five mis- 
sion fields in the Orient, where its 
members are at work among over 
seventeen million pagans. Its ac- 
tivities have spread to the Philip- 
pine and Hawaiian Islands, and 
to Orientals on our own Pacific 
Coast. 

Maryknoll Preparatory Colleges 
are located at Los Altos, Cali- 
fornia; Cincinnati, Ohio; and 
Clarks Summit, Pennsylvania. 





ANY indeed have never 
known Thee; many, too, 
despising Thy precepts have 
rejected Thee. Have mercy 
on them all, most merciful 
Jesus, and draw them to Thy 
Sacred Heart. 
(Act of Consecration to the Sacred 
Heart.) 








Owing to the increase in the num- 
ber of vocations, Maryknoll has 








VACATION FISHING 


P at Maryknoll we love our 

work, especially because 

every stroke makes for the 
saving of a soul. 


If you get a vacation this 
year, remember that we of the 
Knoll shall be made happy if 
you add to our work by catch- 
ing a few subscribers for us, 
while you are away. Try a 
little fishing! 











been obliged to complete the sub- 
stantial building which houses at 
Clarks Summit the Vénard, its 
oldest Preparatory College. 

At the Center, in Ossining, 
New York, a goodly section of the 
permanent Major Seminary is 
completed, a sturdy structure of 
native field stone, roofed with 
green tiles. And now the Sisters’ 
permanent Mother-House, across 
the road, is also well under way. 

So many reasons for which we 
of Maryknoll ‘owe gratitude to 
God Who has nurtured our mus- 
tard seed, and to the apostolic 
partners whom He has raised up 
for us among the hierarchy, 
priests, religious, and laity of the 
United States. 

Maryknoll at ten, at twenty, a 
century old, a thousand years 
from now—yes, may the end of 
time find its sons and daughters 
still counting all else as nothing if 
they may lead souls to the Cruci- 
fied. 





God is touching the souls of 
American youths with the fire of 
the apostolate to heathen lands. 





HE rapid cessation of awe is 

a rather amusing feature of 
China’s acquaintanceship with 
Western inventions. 

The electric light, the automo- 
bile, the phonograph, the radio, 
the airship; all—together with 
their inventors— were regarded 
with a certain wonder and respect 
at first sight. That is, until China 
learned how to operate them, 
whereupon a blasé familiarity im- 
mediately succeeded. 

“Pooh,” said a Chinese farmer 
after his first visit to Hong Kong, 
“electric light is nothing. I can 
make it come myself. All you 
have to do is to turn on a button.” 

Perhaps this might be called re- 
paying us in our own coin. The 
more we discover how to utilize 
the things that God made, the less 
grateful wonder do we feel to- 
wards our Benefactor. 

After all, we did not invent 
electricity, nor ether. But we for- 
get all that as soon as we learn 
how to turn on the button. 


OF A MARYKNOLL SISTER IN FIELDS AFAR? 





Our </Mother’s House—Mary Among 


By Mother Mary Joseph Rogers, of Jamaica PA Mas 


At ihe Maryknoll School for Jap- 
anese in Seattle, Wash. 





ONDER, from my 








window, I see its 
rising walls and 
the laborers at 
work, It seems a 
wondrous thing 
that those small, 
dark figures hurry- 
ing to and fro are 
daily bringing to 
perfection this 


























house that will be 


Our Mother’s. 

Only yesterday, from its unroofed 
upper story, I looked this way—across 
the road to the Sisters’ section of the 
Maryknoll Compound—and counted the 
roofs now sheltering us. Five there 
are, not to mention the Chalet and Re- 
gina Coeli, on our own property. 

Near the Seminary is Rosary House, 
which was the pro-seminary, and which 
has served us as Mother-Hcuse over 
several years. Then there is St. Mich- 
ael’s, the old carriage house, providing 
shelter for some of our Professed Sis- 
ters, quarters for the Sister Procura- 
tor, and place for the stamp and em- 
broidery departments. 

The upper floor of the Field Afar 
Office Building holds, sardine fashion, 
our little postulants; and novices are 
tucked away in St. Joseph’s, the old 
barn, which gives us, too, our infirm- 
ary, kitchen, and general refectory to 
which, for the last ten years, in rain, 
wind, snow, or blessed sunshine, we 
have wended our way three times a day 
to eat the bread of charity. 


Old St. Teresa’s— 

Near the road and nearest to our new 
house is St. Teresa’s, which shelters 
novices, too; and provides space for 
our sewing room, telephone exchange, 
and picture-framing department. 

St. Teresa’s always recalls that fif- 
teenth day of October, some nineteen 











HAPPY NOVITIATE DAYS, THE STUDY HOUR 





ST. TERESA’S, THE FIRST, AND lif THE 


years ago, when our little group of 
pioneers came over from Hawthorne to 
settle on the Knoll, and were installed 
in the historic farmhouse. Fifty min- 
utes from Broadway we were! But 
there were only oil lamps those days 
to make bright the rambling, decrepit, 








OUR MOTHER’S HOUSE A-BUILDING; THSEM 
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old house; and swinging lanterns to 
light the paths to chicken shed and 
barn. The gentle rain from heaven 
filled our well, from which we drew 
the water for our daily needs, and re- 
plenished the wash tubs for the unfail- 
ing Monday ritual. We tended our 
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BACKGROUND 


gardens of vegetables and _ flowers, 
cooked, sewed, and washed, and did the 
office work. 

There we witnessed the long, painful 
illness and holy death of one of our 
pioneer Sisters. There we received our 
religious training, first under the direc- 
tion of the Immaculate Heart Sisters 
from Scranton, Pennsylvania, and later, 
when we were affiliated with the great 
Dominican Order, under the Dominican 
Sisters from Sinsinawa, Wisconsin. It 
was there we grew in numbers, surely, 
and in grace before God, we hope. 





The Wonder— 

The wonder was not that we lived so 
happily in old St. Teresa’s, but that we 
grew. 

For good folks, high and low, had 
said, when they heard of the founda- 
tion of Maryknoll in 1911, that money 
in plenty might be found for foreign 
missions, but that luxury-loving Amer- 
ican boys and girls would never cast 
in their lot with what must mean pain 
—exile, isolation, privation, weariness 
of body and of soul. 

And yet, here on our little hilltop, 
before their very eyes, the miracle took 
place. From the length and breadth of 
the country, the great cities, the quiet 
hamlets, the scarcely conscious towns 
gave their boys and girls, smiling, even 
gay, if you will, but with a quiet 
strength born of a God-given purpose, 
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A sunny nook at Bethany, the Rest 
House conducted by our Sisters 
revealed through eyes which mirrored 

Christ-loving souls. 

Father Walsh, the Superior General 
of the Catholic Foreign Mission Soci- 
ety, fathered us then, as he does now, 
lovingly, wisely, with gentle firmness, 
and kept our feet in the way. Shelter, 
food, light, heat, and a nominal wage 
he gave us for the services rendered 
to the Society in kitchen, laundry, sew- 
ing room, and office, so that each of us 
found a place for our talents, or dis- 
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covered talents for our place. 


A Milestone— 

In God’s good time, in 1920, eight 
‘years after we had come to Maryknoll, 
we took our place in the ranks of the 
religious congregations recognized by 
the Church, and became officially known, 
both civilly and ecclesiastically, as The 
Foreign Mission Sisters of St. Dom- 
inic. Thus we are, and always have 
been, a separate entity from the Mary- 
knoll Father’s Society, although our in- 
terests must ever remain the same and 
our best loved title that of Maryknoll 
Sisters. 

At this period, poor St. Teresa’s was 
bursting, and we were chronically black 
and blue from unsuccessful efforts to 
move over and make room for one 
more. With the building of the new 
Seminary came relief, for Father Walsh 
turned over to us the small buildings 
as they were vacated. Then, too, our 
own expansion began, and we sent Sis- 
ters to Los Angeles and Seattle to work 
among the Orientals; and to China, 
Korea, the Philippines, Hawaii, and 
Manchuria, as the calls for help came. 

Even so, the houses have filled up, 
and we are helpless to advance or de- 
velop till we have room. In 1920, we 
had thirty-five Sisters. Today, the 
roster shows four hundred and twenty- 
six. Surely, God has given the increase. 
And just as surely, He Who holds the 
riches of the earth in the hollow of 
His hand, and yet marks the sparrow’s 
fall, would not have us homeless. 





The New Building—- 

Bishop Dunn, our ecclesiastical Su- 
perior, recognizing our dire lack of 
room, urged us to go ahead on a build- 
ing that would meet our needs, and 
gave us every encouragement and gen- 
erous support that the fine, tender sym- 
pathy of his apostolic heart could de- 
vise. 

The structure, designed by Maginnis 
and Walsh, is of brick, with cast-stone 
trimmings, and the roof will be of 
mission tile. You think it looks large? 


Well, so do we—till we start checking 
off the things that must go into it. 

On the basement floor are kitchen, 
refectory, assembly hall, domestic sci- 
ence room, laundry, Procurator’s of- 
fice, industrial and store rooms. On 
the main floor is the chapel wing, two 


HOW 














“BROTHER” JOSEPH DUTTON, 
APOSTLE OF bi MOLOKAI LEP- 
RS 





stories high, the infirmary wing, the 
chapter room, the chaplain’s suite, and 
exhibit, work and reception rooms. The 
third floor gives us our library, recre- 
ation and class-rooms, sewing and mu- 
sic practice rooms, the sections for lo- 
cal and general government, and rooms 
for visiting Sisters. The rest of the 
building will be devoted to sleeping 
quarters. 





The Other Side— . 
We've been looking at the silver lin- 


ing of our cloud all this while, but the 
dark side’s there just the same. 

From the early days, we have been 
saving something each year toward the 
erection of this precious Mother-House. 
It could not be much, because, while a 
few of our missions are self-support- 
ing, they are not revenue-producing, 
and most of them look for help to us 
who are ourselves dependent on charity. 

Philadelphia’s Cardinal, first of all, 
opened the doors of his archdiocese to 
us, and the collections permitted by his 
generous priests were the first big helps 
given us. The same fine privilege, with 
the same warm response, was given in 
New York. 

A few of the Society for the Propa- 








HAPLAINS! Listen! Where is 

the old kit? We need nine or 

ten for our latest ‘‘ambassadors” of 

Christ to the Orient—and yours will 
be welcome. 





ABOUT THAT ANNIVERSARY GIFT? 


gation of the Faith Directors have 
proved true friends in need, giving us 
sympathetic and material co-operation. 
The Catholic Daughters are fulfilling, 
as they can, a resolution made at the 
National Convention in San Francisco 
several years ago, and renewed at each 
succeeding one. 

For the rest, we send out varied ap- 
peals to our friends and our friends’ 
friends, always grateful for the mites 
with which God may intend us to be 
content. Still, there are whole sections 
of the country where Maryknoll is not 
known, but which for particular rea- 
sons we cannot reach. There are men 
and women, stewards of God’s treasure, 
whose hearts have not yet thrilled to the 
cry of souls steeped in paganism, to 
save whom we are called. 

Someday—and may it be soon—when 
this fearful financial depression has 


_ passed, there will come a change, and 


the staggering burden of debt will be 
lifted from our shoulders. In the mean- 
time, we plan to live in the house, fin- 
ished on the outside, but rough within, 
gathering what and where we can till 
the last farthing is paid. 





Sursum Corda— 
But in spite of the dark realities— 


perhaps because of them—it’s a solace 
to look upon this building, to dream 
of those who will go in and out its 
portals to fulfill the end of our being 
as religious; of having our family 
gathered at night under one roof; and 
of offering together in one chapel prais- 
es to God, and to His Blessed Mother 
to whom we lovingly dedicate our house. 


A Last Visit to 
“Brother” Dutton 


OR a number of years the 

Maryknoll Superior General 
has been in correspondence with 
the apostle who assisted and suc- 
ceeded Father Damien on the 
Leper Island of Molokai, Brother 
Joseph Dutton. More than once 
Maryknoll missions benefited by 
the generosity of his great heart, 
though he had not accepted any 
compensation for his Christlike 
labors for forty-six years. He al- 
so inspired in his leper charges the 
touching desire to aid the missions 
with their little savings. 
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It was rumored several times 
that Brother Dutton had died, and 
on each occasion he sent humor- 
ous letters from Hawaii, denying 
the charge. But now at length the 
leper huts of Molokai will no 
longer witness his devoted serv- 
ices to their poor inmates. 

The Maryknoll General, on his 
way to the Orient, saw the veteran 
apostle of the lepers in Honolulu 
last February; and had a premo- 
nition that the end was near. He 
wrote of Brother Dutton: 

At the hospital of the American 
Franciscan Sisters in Honolulu, I found 
a patient who will go down in history 
as a pioneer in the story of Molokai. 
This was Ira Dutton, familiarly known 
to many as “Brother” Dutton. 

Brother Dutton was a physician in 
early life. He is a veteran of the 
Civil War, and after his conversion to 
the Catholic Faith went to Molokai, 
where he assisted Father Damien until 
the death of that valiant priest. Since 
then, Brother Dutton has never left 
Molokai, until a recent attack of ill- 
ness necessitated his transfer (which 
was almost forced) to Honolulu, for 
proper treatment. Brother Dutton has 
had well over four-score years of life, 
and is almost blind. 

I found him with two laymen from 
Wisconsin, talking about his early days 
in their native town. Like many others, 
I had received letters from him for 
years, often marveling at his thought- 
fulness; but the mention of my visit 
seemed only to bewilder him for the 
moment. His mind was far beyond my 
day. May God reward His faithful 
servant ! 


Maryknoll Sisters in Hawaii 

By Sr. M. Berchmans Flynn, 

of Arlington, Mass. 

O*’ September 2, 1927, ten Mary- 

knoll Sisters arrived at Honolulu 
to begin school and catechetical work 
on the Island. Six of them had been 
assigned to Sacred Heart Parish, Puna- 
hou District, and they opened there a 
six grade school. 

The other four were destined for 

the little village of Heeia, on the lee- 
ward side of Nuanu Pali. 





The tiny parish of St. Ann’s at Heeia 


—A 





CATHOLIC WORLD ATLAS 





Containing a Geographical and Statistical Description 
with Maps of the Church, furnished with 
Historical and Ethnographical Notices 


Prepared by Command of His Holiness, Pope Pius XI 


By F. C. STREIT 


189 pages—39 maps in colors—size 1534 x 934 inches. 
torical Data on every Mission—latest boundary changes. Maps 
beautifully done in colors—complete index—soiid binding 


His- 





Price, $12.50 





The Society for the Propagation of the Faith 


109 EAST 38th STREET 
NEW YORK, N. Y. 














boasted of a two-room school, in exis- 
tence for over forty years. The pas- 
tor, an energetic Father belonging to 
the Sacred Hearts or Picpus Congre- 


gation, taught, with the help of a 
Hawaiian Catholic woman. 

During a stop-over which the Mother 
General of the Maryknoll Community 





A MARYKNOLL CLASSROOM IN HONOLULU 
The Maryknoll Sisters are devoted to the lovable little ones in Hawaii, 
where East and West sit down together and racial barriers are almost non- 
existent 
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made in the Islands on the return from 
one of her visitations of Maryknoll 
Convents in the Orient, she chanced to 
meet this zealous priest, and promised 
him the teachers he so badly needed. 

The school numbered about forty 
children, most of whom were Chinese, 
or Hawaiian-Chinese. The first year 
showed a notable increase in numbers, 
as well as six Baptisms. In Septem- 
ber, 1930, some one hundred and twenty 
children were enrolled, many of whom 
were pagans. 

All grades, from the first through 
the eighth, are taught—the graduates 
attending either St. Louis College, con- 





TWO TITLES FOR 
YOUR WILL 





Catholic Foreign Mission 
Society of America, Incor- 
porated. 


Foreign Mission Sisters of 
St. Dominic, Incorporated. 





Give both to your lawyer. 














ducted by the Brothers of Mary; or 
Sacred Heart Academy, where they 




















AT THE MALABON NORMAL SCHOOL, MANILA 
The arrow on the tower marks a portion of the old church from which 
huge stones fell, tearing the roof of the school and entering a classroom, 
but injuring no one 


have won an admirable record for 
scholarship. 





The Sisters at Sacred Heart Parish 
had perhaps a greater mixture of races 
to contend with. Since this is the 
American parish of the Islands, many 
Americans attended the school. The 
Portuguese, however, were in the ma- 
jority; while the Chinese, Japanese, 
Koreans, and Hawaiians were well 
represented. 

From one hundred and forty, the 
number attending in 1927, the enroll- 
ment has increased to over three hun- 
dred in 1930. The little four-roomed 
schoolhouse became insufficient for the 
growing classes; and September, 1930, 
found another, a duplicate school, for 
the four highest of the eight grades 
taught. A large, airy parish hall is 
used for the sixty kindergartners. 

In this parish the Sisters direct three 
flourishing sodalities; and have done 
much for the older folk, through visit- 
ing the homes. A sewing class for pa- 
gan Japanese girls was another project 
introduced as a means of spreading the 
Faith. The public school children, num- 
bering about two hundred, are taught 
catechism after school on two after- 
noons each week. 





In 1928, two Sisters from Punahou 
opened a school at St. Anthony’s Par- 
ish, Kalihi Kai. This work also has 
been blessed, and there is now a con- 
vent at St. Anthony’s housing ten Sis- 
ters, as well as a school for over three 
hundred children. 

Public school students are taught 
catechism in the afternoons, and this 
parish has witnessed many conversions 
since the arrival of the Sisters. 





At Wailuku, Maui, the Franciscan 
Sisters from Syracuse, N. Y., had been 
conducting a girls’ school for over thir- 
ty years. Finding that they were no 
longer able to staff the school, the pas- 
tor asked for, and obtained, ten Mary- 
knoll Sisters, in 1928. 

This school has an enrollment of 
about five hundred girls and one hun- 
dred small boys; mostly Portuguese 
and Hawaiian-Chinese. The Sisters 
also conduct Sunday Schools in many 
neighboring villages. 

Four Maryknoll Sisters are working 
at the Maui Children’s Home since 
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1928. This institution is under Terri- 
torial jurisdiction, and has been the 
means of many conversions among the 
hundred children housed there. 





The year 1929 witnessed the opening 
of a Kindergarten at St. Augustine’s 
Parish, Waikiki. Two Maryknoll Sis- 
ters go to this school daily from the 
Punahou convent. 





One third of Hawaii’s total popula- 
tion of three hundred thousand is nom- 
inally Catholic. However, many, espe- 
cially among the Portuguese, are but 
poorly instructed, and have such a jum- 
ble of superstition mixed with their re- 
ligion that it is hard to find the Cath- 
olic doctrine. 

Conditions regarding marriage are 
deplorable, and divorce, with its atten- 
dant evils, is rampant. 

The Japanese seem keenly interested 
in our Holy Faith, and a number of 
them have embraced it within the last 
few years. 


From Che Fields 


S we go to press, we learn that 

the St. Columban’s Mission- 
ary Society has received word of 
the death in captivity of Father 
Cornelius Tierney, Superior of St. 
Columban’s mission at Kienchang, 
Provinee of Kiangsi, China. Fa- 
ther Tierney was taken prisoner 
by Chinese Reds last November. 
According to the news received, 
he died on March fifth. 


We sympathize deeply with our 
brother missioners of the St. Co- 
lumban’s Society in the loss of 
this valued member, so much be- 
loved by his Chinese flock. May 
Jesus have mercy on his valiant 
soul! 





The Redemptorists are coming 
to Canton. They are the Spanish 
Redemptorists, who are already 
guiding the beginnings of the na- 
tive order of The Disciples of the 
Lord in the Vicariate of Swan- 
hwafu, north of Peiping. 


They are not accepting a mis- 
sion field, but will confine them- 
selves to their specialty of con- 
ducting missions and retreats in 





WE MUST SEND “OTHER CHRISTS” 











pagan lands. 


life’s goal. 








Christ comes to pagan China 


Lord, He foretold that when He would have been lifted up 
on C..lvary, He would draw all souls to Himself. This the 
Body and Blood of the Divine Victim has continued to do 
down through the centuries, during the Holy Sacrifice of 
the Mass, which is a perpetuation of Calvary. 


But all souls of men have not yet been drawn, because 
millions have never seen lifted up to God by a priest the 
Body and Blood of His Son. 


He who is not with Me is against Me. This is your 
opportunity to prove that you are a co-worker of Christ, 
by aiding us to send new offerers of the Holy Sacrifice to 


Each of our new apostles needs five hundred dollars 
for a limited outfit and the long journey. Any portion of 
this amount will bring one of our missioners nearer his 
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off until 
more prosperous 
times the sending 
of new apostles 
to the Orient? 
Because there are 
still important 
towns and hun- 
dreds of villages 
in our five mis- 
sion fields of the 
Far East where 
Mass is not said. 





During the 
earthly life of our 











existing vicariates. Cantonese once 
learned, the Fathers will be ready 
to preach missions wherever 
needed. 

Another advance in the slow 
but sure building up of the mis- 
sion beginnings into the full stat- 
ure of the Church of God. 


Those F ads of Ours 


HAVE never missed a copy of THE 

Fietp Arar, and certainly enjoy the 
magazine. 

I wish the story of the Church in 





Japan, as told in the March issue, could 
be printed everywhere——Pampa, Tex. 





Who ever taught Maryknoll to make 
giving such a delightful privilege? 
Who but the Lord, I suppose—Rev. 
Friend, White Plains, N. Y. 





Enclosed please find two dollars, to 
pay for one year’s subscription to THE 
Fietp AFAR. 

The reason I send two dollars in- 
stead of one dollar is because I think 
the little magazine is well worth it, and 
more.—Chelsea, Mass. 


OUR FRIENDS ARE OUR ONLY AGENTS. 
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A LEGEND OF OLD JAPAN 


By Bishop James E. Walsh, M.M., Vicar Apostolic of the Maryknoll 
Kongmoon Mission 











IKKO, the beau- 
tiful, had 
charmed me for 
a whole cool au- 
tumn morning, 
and the end of it 
found me before 
the grave of 
Ieyasu. I knew, 
in a vague way, 
that he was re- 

7 garded by the 

Seaumnee as the founder of their 

greatness, having been the first 

ruler to dominate and weld to- 
gether the warring clans into one 
unified and powerful common- 
wealth. 

“Fitting place for his burial’, 

I mused, “here in what is surely 

the most magnificent temple that 

a pagan religion has ever raised, 

or a pagan state ever preserved.” 

But I had tired finally of the 
gorgeous Oriental panoply. The 
riotous profusion of beauty that 
would absorb an architect for 
days ended by bewildering my lay 
mind. Besides, it was time to eat. 

















A Happy Encounter— 

As I took a last look at the final 
resting place of Japan’s Great 
Shogun, and turned down the long 
flight of steps, a hearty Ameri- 


NATIVE CATECHISTS LEAD MANY SOULS 


can voice hailed me. A smiling 
young man had just made the as- 
cent. 

“Name is O’Donnell, Father”, 
he said, hand outstretched. “From 
New York. A friend of mine is 
on your ship, and I ran up here 
to find him. I live in Tokyo— 
Metropolitan Moving Pictures. 
Guess the ship’s party have all 
gone back to the hotel. You are 
the last one. How about taking 
you back?” 

“Can do”, I replied. “I’m about 
full of Oriental beauty, and the 
next move is to fill up on some 
Oriental chow. The temple looks 
wonderful, but the hotel sounds 
also good.” 

“My car is down below the 
grove’, said Mr. O’Donnell. “If 
you don’t mind walking that far.” 
We walked along. 

“By the way”, said O’Donnell 
presently, “I was surprised to find 
you at old Ieyasu’s grave, Father. 








[F you are planning to find a new 

subscriber for us, as a Twentieth 
Anniversary Gift to Father Walsh, 
our Founder and Superior General, 
why not think of a friend in some 
distant city or town? 


We like to spread. 
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Don’t you know he was the great 
persecutor of the Christians in 
Japan? It was he who extermi- 
nated the Faith in this country.” 

To my delight, I soon found 
that young O’Donnell knew all 
about the early missions of Ja- 
pan. Living for business reasons 
in the country, he had made a 
special study of its history. He 
told me many interesting. things 
as we wandered down the long 
aisle of cryptomeria trees, and 
more while gliding past the sacred 
red bridge and into the city, 
where the warm comfort of the 
hotel awaited us. 

It was from his lips that I 
heard the history of Julia Ota; 
and, of all the incidents of the 
early missions that he related to 
me, it was her simple story that 
seized upon my fancy the most, 
and remained with me as the sali- 
ent memory of our happy en- 
counter. 





A Korean Princess— 

Julia Ota was a daughter of the | 
royal house of Korea. She was 
one of those flowers that grow 
occasionally in pagan gardens. As 
soon as she heard the Christian 
doctrine, she wanted to learn all 
about it; and, the more she 
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learned, the more enamored she 
became. 

She was baptized stealthily by 
Father James Tjyou, Korea’s first 
priest—at that time Christianity 
was under the ban. Not only that, 
but she immediately went the 
whole way, taking up seriously 
the practice of perfection and 
vowing virginity, like another 
Saint Cecilia. 





The Flower Transplanted— 

Ieyasu went to Korea at the 
head of an army, and practically 
conquered the country. Yet he 
was not prepared to run rough 
shod over it. His idea was to 
make of it a Scotland, rather than 
an Ireland, binding it to his own 
Island Empire by the ties of com- 
mon interest. 

When he returned to Japan he 
took Julia Ota in his train, with 
the consent of her royal parents. 
In his plans, she was to be a link 
in cementing the bond between the 
two countries, by marrying with 
a representative of one of Japan’s 
noble houses. Julia went to Ja- 
pan, and took up her new life in 
Teyasu’s palace. 

She quickly became friends with 
the women of the court, so friend- 
ly in fact that in very short order 
she converted two young Japanese 
princesses whom Ieyasu had taken 
into his entourage with a similar 
purpose in view; that is, to 
strengthen his own position by 
marrying them off when it most 
counted. 

After some time, Ieyasu wanted 
to get ahead with his plans. He 
found all the girls obdurate on 
* the marriage question. They spoke 
of a Heavenly Lover. They pur- 
posed to remain single. He fumed, 
but to no avail. 

Teyasu quickly saw, however, 
that the source and backbone of 
the trouble was Julia Ota. He 
tried his whole repertoire on her. 
Persuasion, commands, had no ef- 
fect. 

“As long as that girl remains 
here”, he reflected, “I’ll be able 
to do nothing with any of them. 
If I get rid of her, I shall prob- 


ably be able at least to sway the 
others.” 


Exile— 

Even in those stern days, Ieya- 
su was not prepared simply to lop 
off the head of the daughter of a 
royal house. He devised exile, as 
the proper step to combine a pun- 
ishment with a solution. Julia was 
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given a choice either to accept the 
noble marriage arranged for her, 
or else to be banished for life on 
a barren island of northern Japan, 
inhabited only by a few struggling 
fishermen. 

Julia laughed. “Your mar- 
riage is not noble enough for me”, 
she said. “Lead me to my island.” 

It was said that this incident 


ee 


MOONLIGHT ON_NIKKO’S BEAUTIFUL TEMPLES AND SHRINES ONLY 
ACCENTUATES THE SHADOWS OF PAGANISM : 


WILL YOU SUPPORT ONE AT $15 A MONTH? 
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marked the beginning of that en- 
mity towards the Christian Reli- 
gion that was later to break all 
bounds, and make Ieyasu the ex- 
terminator of the Faith in Japan. 

It has even been surmised by 
some that the noble suitor pro- 
posed for Julia might possibly 
have been the Shogun himself, but 
this supposition is neither neces- 
sary nor likely. Ieyasu was a man 
of indomitable ambition, and a 
far greater crime in his eyes than 
any personal slight would be the 
smallest interference with his 
vaulting plans. 

His judgment in this matter 
proved correct. Deprived of Julia’s 
stimulations and support, the other 
two princesses shortly weakened 
in their resolve, were married ac- 
cording to orders, and ended by re- 
linquishing their Faith altogether. 

But Julia clung to her vision all 
the more. On the island, there 
was nothing. The daughter of 
royalty was forced to live alone in 
a strange hut, gathering seaweed 
on the beach and fruits in the 
woods, to keep from starving. She 
embraced it all with joy. 

Gradually, the fishing folk came 
to know her. She helped the 
women and children in whatever 
way she could; she became recog- 
nized as a holy person. She even 
converted some of them. 

She lived like a saint, spending 
her days in manual labor, and her 
nights—in prayer. The perfume 
of her virtues spread around, un- 
til Christians from the mainland 
began making pilgrimages to see 
her. They offered to take her 
away, to care for her. She smiled. 

“My heaven is here”, she said. 
“T have plenty of opportunity for 
mortification and prayer. What 
better can you offer me?” 





A Legend— 

Julia Ota became a legend 
among the Christians of Japan; 
the legend of a holy woman living 
in great sanctity amid the rough 
hardships of a bleak island, be- 
cause she preferred exile with a 
heavenly bridegroom to the de- 
lights of an earthly palace. 

She was an elderly woman by 
the time the great persecution 





ROOFING THE 
MOTHER-HOUSE 


— for the Maryknoll 
Sisters’ new Mother-House 
have not stretched far enough 
to permit the finishing of the 
inside of the edifice, and when 
they move their goods and 
chattels across the road into 
the new home they will find 
themselves in the shell of what 
some day will be a noble 
building. 


But missioners must be pre- 
pared to forego many creature 
comforts, and our Sisters will 
be as happy in the unplastered 
rooms as if they dwelt in 
marble halls. 


However, even missioners 
cannot dispense with a roof, 
and the problem immediately 
confronting our Maryknoll 
handmaids of Christ is how to 
find the wherewithal for the 
erection of this shelter. The 
price of each tile has been esti- 
mated at ten cents—not a large 
sum in itself—but quite terri- 
fying when a_ statement is 
made of the thousands of tiles 
needed. 


If you, too, dear reader, are 
interested in the Mother-House 
roof, address: 

Mother Mary Joseph 
Maryknoll New York 














arose, but she was not engulfed in 
it—either because they had forgot- 
ten about her by that time, or pos- 
sibly, and indeed more probably, 
because Ieyasu had not forgotten 
about her. 

She died finally as she had 
lived, an exile ; but not before she 
left an example of .Christian per- 
fection that is one of the glories 
of the Japanese Church. 





The Clock Scene— 

By this time Mr. O’Donnell and 
I had reached the hotel, and were 
on the point of performing an an- 
teprandial rite held in dishonor 


in our own unhappy country. 

“Well’, said he, “here’s to the 
land that could produce a Julia 
Ota.” 

“Right you are.” 

After a moment, he added, 
“And this chic little land will pro- 
duce more like her, too.” 

He chuckled. “I told you I was 
in the film business. The Japanese 
censor must approve all films. The 
other day, I showed him Park 

venue Harmony. Nothing ques- 
tionable ; trifle gay—dancing, par- 
ties. The censor studied a bit.” 

“Finally, ‘Sorry’, he said, ‘but 
you'll have to cut out that clock 
scene’,” 

“Clock scene, what’s that ?” 

“Girl comes home from party ; 
clock points to three a.m. In Ja- 
pan, no can do. Japanese girls 
come home eleven o'clock. You 
change clock, make it point to 
eleven o'clock; I approve film’.” 

We shook hands. As for me, 
I went off breathing a prayer for 
more Japanese Julias, and also for 
more American O’Donnells. 





BOOKS RECEIVED 
The Frequent Communicant’s 


Prayer Book— 
By Rev. M. V. Kelly, C.S.B. This 


prayer book was prepared by a priest 
who for twenty-five years has observed 
the great need of such a book for those 
who go to Mass and receive Holy 
Communion frequently. It contains sev- 
eral methods of assisting at Mass; ex- 
ercises before and after Communion; 
devotions before and after confession; 
all the approved litanies; devotions to 
the Sacred Heart, to the Blessed Vir- 
gin, and to St. Joseph; and a Way of 
the Cross for private devotion. The 
volume is compact, printed in large, 
clear type on India paper, and attrac- 
tively bound in Pin Seal soft flexible 
cover. It is convenient to carry, and 
easy to read. Published by John P. 
Daleiden Co., 1530-32 Sedgwick St. 
Chicago, Ill. Plain edges, $2.25; gold 
edges, $2.75. Net wholesale rates to 
clergy and religious, $1.60 and $2.00. 





The Pearl of Revelation— 
A work dealing with the Real Pres- 


ence of Christ in the Holy Eucharist 
and the Priesthood of Malkizadek, by 
Rev. Emmanuel Elkouri Hanna. Ben- 
ziger Bros., N. Y. C. Single copy, $2. 


TAKE A LOOK AT OUR MISSION BOOKSHELF. 
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JIM’S TRAVELOG 


Maui, Hawaii 
Dear Dap: 

You know Honolulu so well, I 
don’t know just what to tell you 
about it. As we stepped off the 
gang-plank, we heard, “Welcome 
to Paradise!” and there was Fa- 
ther Fitzgerald with the glad hand 
and smile. They call this “The 
Paradise of the Pacific” and it 
pretty well fits. I got a snapshot 
of Uncle Jim with a wreath of leis 
hanging around his neck. Every- 
where you go, they hang them on 
you. Some are made of paper, 
but most of them of beautiful 
flowers. A chap feels pretty queer 
at first all dolled up—but it’s a 
sign you’re welcome —and _ that 
makes up for it. 

The church—Sacred Heart par- 
ish—is at Punahou, and only seats 
about four hundred, but it has 
beautiful windows that came from 
Belgium. Father has a curate, 
Father Joyce; and Brother Philip 
is a “good scout”. He has three 
troops of Boy Scouts, Japanese, 
Portuguese, and Americans. The 
convent of the Maryknoll Sisters 
about twelve of them—is an old 
house remodelled for them. The 
school has eight grades and at 
least ten nationalities. Juniors, 
take notice; they have a Junior 
Mission Club! Father told us that 
the Catholic schools here rank 
highest and have a habit of walk- 
ing away with prizes. St. Augus- 
tine’s parish at Waikiki has a kin- 
dergarten with first grade, and 
some of the Maryknoll Sisters go 
over every day to teach in it. St. 
Augustine’s is the only latticed 
church in the world. It’s right 
near the ocean and we saw a lot of 
natives on “out-riggers” riding the 
surf. It was great! We visited the 
Aquarium—tell you about it later. 

The two islands we visited are 
Oahu—of course, where we land- 
ed—and Maui. We could have 
come to Maui by an inter-island 
steamer. It makes an all-night 
trip of it by stopping at a lot of 








Miss Carmen Pearl Villada as a 
Third Grader in the Maryknoll 
Sisters’ School, Punahou, Hawaii 


places so as not to get in too early. 

But we came by plane, left at 
two in the afternoon and arrived 
at five-thirty—just three and a 
half hours—at Wailuku. The 
Maryknoll Sisters are in charge 
of the school here, too. It is a 
girls’ school of about 500. Then 
there is an orphanage called the 





Maui County Orphanage, that be- 
longs to the Territory, and has 
about 150 children of what Uncle 
Jim called “assorted ages and 
sizes”. And some of these are Ju- 
niors ! 

I forgot to tell you that Father 
Fitzgerald has two Catholic clubs 
in his parish, one for men and one 
for women. They do a lot of good 
work for the sick and poor and in 
converting. 

At Kalihi Kai (that’s on this 
island, too) a new convent is go- 
ing up for the Maryknoll Sisters. 
There are many converts among 
the women through their own 
children. We went to Heeia on 
the other side of the island over a 
terribly steep, winding, dangerous 
road named “Nuanu Pali”. It was 
better than a scenic railway and I 
got a great thrill out of it. Heeia 
is a country district of rice-fields ; 
the people are native Hawaiians 
and some Chinese, and very poor. 
The convent school has eight 
grades, though. The boys climbed 
right up to the top of the cocoa- 
nut trees like monkeys and we had 
fresh cocoanut to eat and the milk 
to drink. 

Honest, Dad, it’s Maryknoll 
for me! 

Affectionately, 
Jim. 














The three Scout Troops at the stadium for the “makahiki’, which is 
Hawaiian for “field day” 


PERHAPS THIS SUMMER WILL BRING YOU 











HARKKNOULD OUNDDAS 














Now June comes bringing joyous vacation days 
brimful with fun. The postman rings your doorbell HONOR ROLL 
and hands you an invitation to a party. Will you go? a 








Of course! Robert O’Donnell 
But suppose Our Lord should knock at your door Elsie Sturm 
this summer and you should receive from Him the Mary Sturm 


Divine Invitation to go out to His mission fields. What cite Madi 
would you do? Would you open the door to Him and 
say, “Enter, Lord Jesus. Tell me what I can do for 
you?”? And He would tell you that the mission field 
needs Sisters and priests, to teach our Faith to the pagan, M. Angela Campbell 
to heal the sick, care for the old, nurse the babies, to 

save souls. And then He would tell you that He died ‘| 
for them as well as for you. When He says, “Come!’’ 


will you follow? He needs you. Is it Yes? 
Yours for souls, oe 
tthe fiw 


THE BANNER SCHOOL 

This time it is to St. Joseph’s 
School, Lynn, Massachusetts, that 
we make our deep bow and hand 
the Banner with the Chi Rho. 
Faithful friends of Maryknoll 
over several years, we are happy 
to send it to them and we hope 
that it will have an honored place 
on their walls. 


Mike Soltis 
Katherine Carty 
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ST. JOSEPH’S WORKSHOP 


Johnny and I had more fun out 
of that puzzle than all the Juniors 
put together. Let me whisper a 
secret—there wasn't any tack! It 
looks like one, but the hat is on 
crooked. And the plane was a 
source of trouble to many. The 
First Prize went to Charlotte Ann 
Hoey, Oakland, Calif.; Second, 
Edwin Patterson, Superior, Wis- 
corsin; Third, Helen Menard, 
Massena, New York. 








To anyone who would like to follow 


! “The Infantry,” the junior basketball team at the Vénard, Clarks Summit, wet erg ai the Vénard, Fr. Chin 
Pa. This is Maryknoll’s Preparatory College for the East. Athletics oon Day with Bill” by return 
helped “Bill” to be a good missioner mail, 





THE DIVINE INVITATION FROM OUR LORD 


























DRAGONS—AND JUNIORS 


HA’ d’ yer read? Paper! 

Paper! Whaddyer read? 
' Sun? Yessir! Thanks!” 

Bill fumbled the re- 

turned change, dropping 

it unnoticed to the pave- 
ment as he reached out 

a skinny arm and yanked 
another “newsie” off his feet, yelling, 
“Hey! Cut that out! You big stiff! 
Just because you’re bigger’n he is! And 
you—Paper? Woild? Yessir.” Bill 
thrust out the paper, grabbed the pen- 
nies, dodged the blow the other boy 
aimed at his head, and skipped around 
two men running for a Gates Avenue 
car, yelling again, “And cut out cus- 
sin’ at him like that, or I'll kick yer 
across the Park! And I kin doit, see?” 
Back again, confronting the enemy, he 
thrust his face into the other’s, yelling 
more shrilly still, “And wi’at’s more, 
Tll have Daly run yer out o’ here! 
And I kin do that, too! Yah! Yer’ll 
be down at the Batt’ry, sellin’ papers to 
the fish! Yah! Shut up! And get 
out o’ here! I gotta sell me papers.” 

Like a flash, he was away to the 
head of the subway stairs, his papers 
going fast as the homegoing crowd 
surged past him under the Bridge 
structure and down into the subway 
cavern. The last one sold, he turned 
away, rubbing some of the accumula- 
tion of dirt off his hands. 

“And who’s Daly?” A voice above 
his head made him look up—into the 
face of a priest. 

“Aw,” he said, abashed, “he’s Daly— 
he’s the cop—Father.” 

“And does Daly do what you say, 
St. George?” 

“Aw—I’m Bill. Daly—me ’n’ Daly’s 
friends.” 

“That’s fine—to be friends with the 
cop.” Father Feeley smiled. “Do you 
sell papers every day?” 

“Sure—yes, Father ; ’cep’n’ Sundays.” 

“And what do you do Sundays?” 

“Aw, I loaf ’roun’s Next Sunday 
I’m goin’ fishing with Pop—down off 
the wharf.” 

“Church ?” 

Bill opened his eyes wide. 

















“Sure, 


TO 


Father—Mass—I serve.” 

Sunday afternoon, a twelve-year-old 
boy and a tall, lean priest with keen 
face aand smiling eyes were strolling 
side by side down a wide shaded path 
in the seminary woods. 

“So Brother 
thing?” 

“Yes, Father. Hey, it’s great up 
here! We walked down to the river. 
Father, have you been to China? Hon- 
est? Father, what do you do on the 
missions?” 

“Fight dragons, St. George.” 

“What do you mean—dragons? Fa- 
ther, why do ‘you call me St. George?” 

“Well, dragons were supposed to be 
evil, weren’t they? And the missioner 
fights evil and teaches people to be 
good.” 

“And you just do that?” 

“We do that, but I wouldn’t say we 
just do that; because it’s really a lot of 
hard work. What are you going to do, 
Bill?” 

“Me? Aw, I want to be a prize- 
fighter, but Pop raised a holler. And 
he says he don’t want any son of his a 
prize-fighter. Why isn’t) bein’ a prize- 
fighter all right, Father?” 

“Why, I just think your father thinks 
you can use what’s inside your head to 
better advantage than letting your head 
be a target for somebody else’s fists. 
A boy who is friends with the cop and 
fights for smaller boys and serves the 
Mass and listens when his father talks, 
ought to be something higher than a 
prize-fighter.” 

“Murphy makes lots of money,” Bill 
said. “He’s a big contractor. I'll tell 
you, Father,” enthusiastically, “T’ll 
make the moncy puttin’ up big buildin’s 
and send lots to you to put up chapels 
and missions! Father, why do you call 
me St. George? And I never see a 
dragon. They ain’t no such things.” 

“Didn’t you see those dragons down 
under the Brooklyn Bridge, that 
Thursday? I saw them—they had their 
names right on them—‘Bullying’ and 
‘Bad Language’. And I saw an Irish 
boy chase them away.” 

“Sure they weren’t snakes, Father ?” 
Bill grinned. 


showed you every- 


imma ens EN 


Just before the Seminary supper-bell, 

a boy knelt in a humble place ’way in 

the back of the chapel and later came 
out with a very sober face. 
* * * * 


Mrs. Sullivan came from the range 
with a well-filled plate in her hand. 

“It’s a true son of your father, you 
are,” she declared. “Never home to a 
meal on time, and hot it must be for 
you just the same.” 

But she knew the flushed face, shin- 
ing eyes and suppressed excitement in 
a boy very late for his dinner meant 
something. 

After his dinner, Bill turned to his 
father who was standing at the win- 
dow, cleaning his pipe. 

“Hey, Pop!” 

“Well, Bill!” 

The boy took a long breath, then 
poured it all out at once. 

“Pop, I’m goin’-—if you and Mom’'ll 
let me—and you will, won’t you, Pop? 
—I’m goin’ to Maryknoll—and I’m go- 
in’ to be a mission priest!” 

* * * * 

And so Bill went—to the Vénard 
first. Latin and Greek, baseball and 
basketball; manual labor for the iron 
body and ready hand a missioner should 
have; prayer first thing in the morning 
and last thing at night; all these things 
kept busy body, heart and mind; and 
brought him finally to the Knoll on the 
Hudson, ready for the years that should 
end at the altar, with the oil of conse- 
cration on his young hands. 

And one Sunday afternoon late in 
June, a tall, lean priest with keen face 
and smiling eyes, and a very. young 
priest, who but a week before had said 
his first Mass in his home parish on 
the lower East Side of New York, 
strolled side by side down a _ wide 
shaded path in the seminary woods. 

The older priest turned to Father 
Sullivan with a laugh. 

“Father, with you in the Far East 
chasing dragons, what are we going to 
do for all that money to put up chapels 
and missions ?” 

Father Sullivan laughed with him. 

“That’s easy!” he answered. “You 
forget the Juniors are working for us!” 


WORK FOR HIM IN HIS MISSIONS. 
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WHAT PRICE SOULS? 


HE Limited racketed 
over the rails, and foot- 
ing in the dining-car 
was precarious. Heads 
turned and eyes followed 
two seventeen-year-olds 
making their way down 
the aisle. Golden June 

outside and the golden heyday of youth 
within. Men with thickening waists and 
women with double chins felt a little 
wistful. The two boys, all unaware of 
notice or comment, landed laughing at 
their table and John Mark slid com- 
fortably into his seat. His crony set- 
tled with unction into the seat riding 
front. 

“If you want to be a holy martyr and 
take the seat back to the engine, help 
yourself. Far be it from me to impede 
the growth of sanctity. But don’t re- 
cant and holler for me when the stake 
gets hot.” 

“All I ask is that the steak be hot,” 
Mark grinned. After concentrated ef- 
fort on ordering a breakfast of about 
No. 1 size, both turned their eyes to 
the swiftly passing landscape. 

“Pretty country, what?” commented 
Mark. “How would you like to be a 
farmer ?” 

“A farmer like the Prince of Wales— 
O. K. Now that you mention the sub- 
ject of what-would-you-like-to-be, have 
you picked your University course 
yet?” 

“No, I’ll probably major in either 
philosophy or history. I suppose you 
are still headed for the priesthood?” 

Larry nodded. 

“Honest, Larry, you’re crazy. You 
know you won’t have your freedom— 
and as for sports, good-by, Bill! How- 
ever, I suppose I can be satisfied that 
you are not going a hundred miles 
from a white man, where you would 
talk like a laundry-ticket and work 
like a day-laborer.” Then as the other 
raised eyes suddenly serious, “Yes, all 
right!’ I know Who was a carpenter— 
you've told me that before. I hope you 
break a leg building a chapel—then 
you'll have to rest. Here’s your grape- 





fruit. Eat it and thank God for free- 


Larry was enjoying a peaceful hour 
with a magazine when Mark dropped 
down beside him and said quietly, “If 
it hadn’t been my fault we missed our 
train at Chicago, I would say you fixed 
this. We have with us, ladies and gen- 
tlemen, six mission priests who are go- 
ing out yonder and two more join them 
tomorrow. My eye is on you, son. 
Never can I face your father without 
you, Algernon!” 

Larry turned a cold eye on him. 
“Feller, how would you like to walk 
home?” 

But when they were leaving the Can- 
yon, it was Larry who, returning to 
their section, found John Mark there 
ahead of him, in conversation with a 
keen-faced priest of middle age. 

“Father Warren, this is Lawrence 
Shepard, a man after your own heart; 
I think he has an eye on the red hat, 
though. Father, how long are you stay- 
ing out in the Orient?” 

“For life.” 

John Mark gasped. “Sounds like a 
jail sentence.” 

Father Warren smiled. “It isn’t.” 
For a minute he looked out of the win- 
dow at the flying panorama. “I will 
admit that in my early years of exile 
I had my black hours. One hundred 
miles from a white man, Chinese vil- 
lagers, no books—and only one Friend.” 

“Who was that, Father?” Mark 
asked innocently. 

Father Warren looked at him with 
understanding. “The One Who carried 
me through those black hours,” he an- 
swered kindly. 

Mark flushed and in his turn stared 
out of the window; then he turned and 
gave him back the direct, challenging 
gaze of youth. 

“What makes it worth the price, Fa- 
ther ?” 

The world and the priesthood clashed 
in that exchange of looks. 

“Mr. Sawyer, we must live eternity. 
We cannot escape it. God created man, 
who fell. ‘God sent His Son into the 
world, to redeem the world.’ You were 


WILL YOU ANSWER HIS CALL? 





much impressed with the grand beauty 
of the Canyon. Take full thought what 
the God must be Who created a universe 
of which the Canyon is but an atom. 

“Would a God create so tremendous- 
ly, come Himself to make reparation 
for the fall, rise from the dead, only 
to leave this world to struggle alone 
against the devil and all the powers of 
hell? He means to have the help of 
men. He promises to reward them a 
hundred fold. 

“T was ordained shortly before you 
young men were born. During these 
years of your life, I have served my 
Master in His foreign field. Whatever 
my black days may have been, I knew 
always His promises would be kept. I 
have felt it my reward just to be do- 
in His work. 

“T-am not belittling the work done 
by laymen, which has indirectly bene- 
fited mankind spiritually. Let me use 
a parable. Two men appear before 
their Maker. One says, ‘Lord, You 
called me, but there were plenty of 
others who could do that work—and 
life in the world You made is sweet— 
and I have built this railroad with the 
talents You gave me. Look, Lord, is 
it not good?” And the other bows 
humbly down and says, ‘Lord, You 
called me and I followed. I built no 
towers; I made no fortunes; here is 
my only harvest—souls.’ 

“Mr. Sawyer, whose lot would you 
choose—the great Czsar’s or little John 
Mark’s, whom Our Lord healed of His 
lameness and who became the great 
Evangelist ?” 

* * * x 

Two boys looked out of the window 
of the eastbound Limited, at fields 
awaiting the harvest. Finally, one broke 
the silence. 

“One more vacation gone! Another 
year, and you’re headed for that red 
hat, Larry. It'll fit you well, old boy; 
better than what I'll be wearing will 
suit me.” 

“And what will you be wearing?” 

An inward light transformed John 
Mark’s face and his voice shook a little. 

“The mission crucifix.” 
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Circles 


[A Maryknoll Mission Circle is a 
group of persons, young or old, who 
aim to cultivate in themselves and 
others a knowledge of Catholic foreign 
missions, to pray for the mission cause, 
and to help provide for the special needs 
of Maryknoll, at home and in the mis- 
sion field. Circles formed in a parish 
are urged to secure the approval of 
their pastors and are requested to send 
their offerings through the diocesan 
mission office where such exists.] 


Address: 
Circle Director, Maryknoll, N. Y. 





ANY of our Brooklyn Circlers 

have already sponsored “Medical 
Showers” for Doctor Blaber, a Brook- 
lyn physician who left for the Orient 
with our 1930 group of missioners, and 
who is now conducting Fr. Rauschen- 
bach’s dispensary at our Tungon mis- 
sion in South China. 

Fr. Rauschenbach writes that the 
crowds seeking medical care at the 
dispensary increase daily; and that 
large supplies of bandages, gauze, cot- 
ton, adhesive tape, aspirin tablets, salves, 
ointments, and sample medicines are 
urgently needed. 

Will YOU hold a “Medical Shower”? 





Among those who were prompt to 
respond to the “Medical Shower” call 
were the members of the Korean Mar- 
tyrs Circle, of Brooklyn, N. Y. 

It is not hard for us to imagine what 
will be Fr. Rauschenbach’s gratitude 
when the bandages galore, and the 
many and varied medical supplies reach 
distant Tungon. 





Friends indeed (and in need) of the 
mission cause are the members of the 
Mary Anne Circle, of Lafayette, Ind. 

The Circle Director frequently re- 
ceives from them large boxes of sup- 
plies; and the activity of each member 
makes it possible for this Circle to 
support both a catechist and a native 
seminarian, and to ransom a Chinese 
baby from time to time. 





Another generous check for cate- 
chist support has come to us from the 
Chi Rho Circle, of Des Moines, Ia. 

The President writes that their meet- 
ings are very simple affairs, but that 
the results are gratifying, since each 


member is faithful in bringing the reg- 7 


ular offering. 


Maryknollers at our Vénard Pre- 
paratory College are grateful for the 
generous and frequent aid given by the 
members of Our Lady of the Snows 
Circle, of Clarks Summit, Pa. 

The Little Flower Circle, of Clarks 
Summit, Pa., has reorganized, and is 
now located at Scranton, Pa. Its mem- 





AT THE OLD FOLK’S HOME IN 
GISHU, KOREA 

Sr. M. Richard Wenzel, of Sturgis, 

Mich., makes a social call. Note 

the walls hung with newspaper 





THOSE MISSION TRUNKS 

SSIGNMENTS are no soon- 

er made than the new mis- 
sioners’ trunks are much in evi- 
dence. We wonder why they are 
so prominent, until it dawns on 
us that they are waiting to be 
filled. 


Well, what is lacking? Per- 
haps some of our Circlers have 
seen the list before. It includes: 
Sheets (63” x 99”); Pillow 
Slips; Table Linens; Turkish, 
Roller, and Dish Towels; Face 
Cloths; Shaving Cream; Soap; 
Tooth Brushes; Tooth Paste; 
Razor Blades; Socks; and 
Handkerchiefs. 

Maryknoll will be grateful for 
any gifts which will enable us to 
pack those trunks, and get them 
safely started on their long jour- 
ney half way round the world. 


Address: The Circle Director, 
Maryknoll, N. Y. 





bership is increasing, and likewise its 
net results. 





Whist is a favorite game with the 
members of the Théophane Vénard Cir- 
cle, of Worcester, Mass., and these 
friends certainly know how to turn 
card parties to the advantage of the 
mission cause. A recent party held by 
the Circle netted a sum almost suffi- 
cient for a year’s support of two mis- 
sioners across the Pacific, 

And speaking of Mission Card Par- 
ties, we would like to add here a word 
of gratitude and appreciation for the 
generous co-operation of the many Cir- 
clers who have recently devoted their 
time and efforts to this form of mis- 
sion aid. 


The St. Caroline Circle, of Wood- 
haven, L. I., N. Y., lately relieved a 
pressing need with a bountiful supply 
of soap, both toilet and laundry. 

The St. Rose of Lima Circle, of New 
York City, is also a kind provider of 
large supplies of laundry soap. 





Another little slant-eyed baby has 
been adopted, who will possess the 
grand name of “Joseph Anthony”. This 
little fellow will be eternally grateful 
to the Maryknoll Circle, of Mont- 
pelier, Vt. 

There are still in South China, Man- 
churia, and Korea many other little 
“yellow daisies” who, unless they are 
ransomed from paganism, will never 
bloom in the flower beds of heaven. 





Fourteen years of service to the mis- 
sions is a fine record, of which the 
members of the Mary Xavier Circle, of 
Westfield, Mass., have every reason to 
be proud. 

These faithful workers have made 
Maryknoll interests their own, and our 
missioners think of them as tried and 
true apostolic partners. 





The St. Francis Xavier Circle, of 
Philadelphia, Pa., recently sent a gen- 
erous offering, to be applied toward 
their memorial in the Sisters’ Mother- 
House for the late Sister Mary Cath- 
erine. 














Help Maryknoll to increase the 
number of its eae Circles to 
one thousand. 


THE MARYKNOLL ANNUITY PLAN INTERESTS MANY. 
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About Doers and Givers 





Strings are the cause of more than 

one unpleasant dilemma. Make your 

gift to Maryknoll “Stringless”, and 

avoid perplexity concerning its dis- 
posal 


N the twenty years which have passed 

since the foundation of Maryknoll, 
our mission magazine, THE Fietp Arar, 
has been fortunate in counting among 
its readers many doers and givers. Had 
this not been so our young Society 
could not possibly have sent to the Ori- 
ent over one hundred priests and 
Brothers, now at work in five mission 
fields among more than seventeen mil- 
lion pagans. 





The most recent list of Fretp Arar 
doers and givers includes the name of 
a member of the United States Hier- 
archy, who is one of Maryknoll’s great- 
est benefactors, and who is rendering 
us deeply appreciated aid in meeting 
the expenses of the Vénard, our oldest 
Preparatory College, where at present 
over one hundred boys are preparing 
for the missionary priesthood. 

The Vénard has also benefited by 
the generosity of a priest friend in 
Boston, Mass., who has made the sec- 
- ond payment towards the completion of 
a chapel in the College’s new Bishop 
Hoban Memorial. 





Another priest friend, this time in 
New York City, donated a substantial 
amount towards Student Aid; and help 
in the support of our seminarians was 
also received from a benefactor in 
Tuckahoe, N. Y. 

Five hundred dollars for a Memori- 
al Room in our Major Seminary came 
from an apostolic partner in Detroit, 
Mich. ; and another payment has reached 
us towards the Memorial Classroom 
which Boston is reserving at Mary- 
knoll-on-the-Hudson as one more proof 





of its mission zeal. 





Maryknoll Burses received consider- 
able additions from benefactors in New 
York City and San Francisco, Calif. ; 
while one of our Burses for the educa- 
tion of Chinese priests was sent “over 
the top” by a friend in Los Angeles, 
Calif; 

Recent investors in Maryknoll An- 
nuities hail from Aberdeen, S. Dak., 
and Los Angeles, Calif, 





Stringless Gifts, our greatest stand- 
by, were not especially numerous dur- 
ing the past month, but those which 
reached us were all the more welcome. 

They came to our hilltop from mis- 
sion lovers in Greenwich, Conn. ; Hollis, 
N. Y.; and Winchester, Mass. 





A gift which gladdened us much was 
sent by a friend in London, England, 








A MILESTONE 


EARS in the service of 

God and souls pass 
quickly, and it is hard 
to realize that on the 
twentysninth of this 
month, the Feast of Saints 
Peter and Paul, our young 
Society will celebrate its 
Twentieth Anniversary. 


As we approach this 
milestone, our hearts go 
out in gratitude to the 
Master of the Harvest, 
Who has in so many ways 
blessed the efforts of our 
laborers; and we are minds 
ful also of the many 
friends — bishops, priests, 
religious, mission loving 
laymen—to whom the des 
velopment of the Caths 
olic Foreign Mission Socis 
ety has been; under God, 
largely due. 


May He to Whom, in 
the person of His missions 
ers, they have so geners 
ously given of their mas 
terial means and prayers 
be Himself their reward, 
exceeding great. 











GOD WILL NEVER BE 


towards the construction of Bishop 
Walsh’s Kongmoon Preparatory Sem- 
inary. His eighty Chinese aspirants 
to the priesthood are now in unmerci- 
fully crowded quarters, and an ade- 
quate Seminary at Kongmoon is one of 
Maryknoll’s foremost mission needs. 
Funds for the support of Native 
Seminarians in our various mission 
fields of the Orient were received from 
benefactors in W. Somerville, Mass. ; 
Chicago, Ill.; and New York City. 





From South Gardner, Mass., came a 
welcome offering towards the expenses 
of the little Fushun Hospital of the 
Maryknoll Manchurian Mission. 

The yearly salary of a Catechist was 
donated by friends in Newark, N. J. 

A very generous gift for the ransom 
from paganism of Chinese Babies was 
sent to Maryknoll from Chicago, IIl. 





Since we last went to press, seven 
Wills have matured in favor of our 
work; and a remembrance of Mary- 
knoll in nine others has been announced. 





New Fietp Arar subscribers for the 
past month numbered almost three and 
a half thousand, and represented all the 
States in the Union, with California, 
Illinois, Pennsylvania, New York, New 
Jersey, and Ohio well in the lead. 

Not a bad record, but we have need 
of all these new friends—and of many 
more—in order to carry on the work 
for souls which God has appointed for 
Maryknoll. 


PERPETUAL ASSOCIATES 

Living: Reverend Friends, 5; R. 
M.; P. S. and Family; Mrs. S. A. and 
Family; Mrs. J. J. and Family; M. B. 
Gs a. i. MeG:* A. Fs G: 2 Me. 
and Mrs. G. D.; M. M. G.; Mr. and 
Mrs. J. McM. and Relatives; E. H. S.; 
S: B Re J. A:s Ma. and Mrs: J. S.<¢ 
M. D. and Relatives; W. G. L. S.; P. 
J. K.; J. W. L. and Relatives; Mrs. T. 
M. and Relatives; M. C.; E. S. and 
Family; J. M.; C. C. M.; C. McC. and 
Relatives; H. M. M.; A. M. J.; U. L.; 
E. M. F. and Relatives; M. L. S. and 
Family; M. R. Z. and Relatives; N. L.; 
C. B.; G. W. M.; M. B.; Relatives of 
ALAS e, 





Deceased: Nellie Rowe; Julia’ A. 
Lahey; John Dwyer; Edward A, Kel- 
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ly; Ottilia Noll; Barbara Morgen- 
thaler; John J. Flaherty; Jane and 
Anna McFadden; Daniel Moloney; 
Frances L. Doherty ; Edward and Nora 
Farran; John Skelly; Mary Skelly; 
Catherine Skelly; Thomas Skelly. 





STUDENT BURSES 


A burse is a sum of money drawing 
yearly interest which is applied to the 
board, housing and education of a stu- 
dent at the Maryknoll Seminary, or at 
one of its Preparatory Colleges in the 
United States. 


FOR THE MAJOR SEMINARY 
($5,000 each) 


ST. MICHAEL BURSE, No. 2... 4,750.00 
Fr. Chaminade Memorial Burse... 4,514.71 
Michael J. Egan Memorial Burse 4,200.00 


Kate McLaughlin Memorial Burse 4,050.00 
St. Anthony Burse......+-.seeee 4,040.13 
St. Francis of Assisi Burse, No. 1. 4,000.00 
S. & E. W. Burse...cccccccccces + 4,000.00 
St: ANNe BUts€sc.0cc-ccsecccescces 3,871.83 
og Ars Burse......++eses00 3732-35 
C.C.W. Burse of the Five Wounds 3,500.00 
Dunwoodie Seminary Burse....... 3,466.79 
Ce OO cre rr 3,000.00 
St. Vincent de Paul Burse, No. 2 3,000.00 
Bl. Louise de Marillac Burse..... 2,858.87 
OR a: eee eee 2,853.30 
Bishop Molloy Burse......+.++++ - 2,851.00 
Byrne Memorial Burse....... newee —a00008S 
Holy Child Jesus Burse.......+.++ 2,741.85 
Marywood College Burse..... secs 2908550 
Our Lady of Mt, Carmel Burse... 2,256.19 
St. Michael Burse...0<..2scscsese 2,246.50 
Our Lady of Lourdes Burse...... 2,244.63 
Archbishop Ireland Burse........+ 2,101.00 
Mother Seton Burse......-s.e0+0% 2,039.18 
Duluth Diocese Burse...........+ 1,911.70 
St: Domine Barge sc 0oi0.0:6 0.00900 1,892.19 
Bernadette of Lourdes Burse...... 1,834.75 
Our Lady of the Sacred Heart 
PNAS cain dies coh 4a wseiee seas 1,628.06 
St: Agnes Baree sc oci60s0000 Aceeas 1,455.88 
Immaculate Conception, Patron of 
MeETICA BuUurse. oo o.0.0.60.0:00.0105 0% 441.28 


Fr, Nummey Burse of Holy Child 
Jesus Parish of Richmond Hill.. 1,402.55 
St. Francis of Assisi, No. 2 Burse 1,137.10 


St. John Baptist Burse.......-00. 1,070.11 
Manchester Diocese Burse.......- 1,000.00 
St. Boniface. Burse......5.00000002 60 919.65 
St. Francis Xavier Burse......... 882.38 
OE AERTS E yas cs sis 0s sh apieise ess 771.65 
Sacred Heart Seminary Burse.... 750.00 
St. Laurence Burse. « ..sccese00 650.25 
Children of Mary Burse.........+ 628.70 
ks TAAGES GUUBC 5:0 04.0)<.4.0cisaisevne 590.70 
Holy Family Burse...0si0s000000 576.25 
St. Joan of Arc Burse...:....ce00 501.61 
St. Joseph Burse, No. 2.....cc00. 496.20 
The Holy Name Burse........... 470.65 
St. Louis Archdiocese Burse...... 430.00 
Ee SEE: MUTE cara is iv eig sieterne o'e's 382.25 
St. John B. de la Salle Burse..... 269.00 
A SOs, BUGS. ec cinic os. siessiciess as 260.78 
Rev. George M. FitzGerald Burse.. 233.00 
St. John Berchmans Burse........ 201.00 
Tesus Christ Crucified Burse...... 190.50 

ewarkDiocese Burse...........- 157.00 
SS. Peter and Paul Burse........ 150.00 
SY: Peter Bartes<ccscccees poaiee bse 106.07 


FOR OUR PREPARATORY 
COLLEGES 


($5,000 each) 


IN HONOR OF THE SACRED 
HEARTS OF JESUS, MARY, 


AND JOSEPH BURSE........ 4,801.00 
Sacred Heart of Jesus Burse (Re- 

BEV IIMID oe cscis ris lees pricreriie lee cinik 4,400.00 
SG MARAE cs Jcsavac aveisless bide 6.605¥:0"s 1,851.60 
Bl. Théophane Vénard Burse...... 1,721.80 


Rt. Rev. Michael J. Hoban Me- 

morial Burse......ccccces eeces 1,291.00 
Bl. Virgin Mary Sodality Burse... 1,000.00 
Our Lady’s Circle Burse (Los 


MEUEAO) eo otha cesaceeicaielsin:e:a1ecaieieis.0(e sie 800.00 
Sti. Michael Burne. ..0scscecéesse 693.32 
SE APRS ESO a o56.6:6:8:,10:6:9,4,0:5:8 651.50 
Archbishop Hanna Burse (Los Altos) 444.95 
St. Philomena Burse...........0. 215.00 
Holy Ghost Burse......... eeetieiee 133.00 
Immaculate Conception Burse..... 119.00 
Ven. Philippine Duchesne Burse.. 115.00 
St. Margaret Mary Burse..... aca 112.00 





On hand, but not available, as at present 
interest goes to donor. 





NATIVE STUDENT BURSES 


$1,500 placed at interest will enable 
our missioners to keep one Chinese 
aspirant to the priesthood at a semi- 
nary in China. 







baeek ean a eene 1,218.00 
Little Flower Burse..... 1,153.28 
SS. Ann and John Burse.. 1,112.00 
Mater Admirabilis Burse.. 1,013.00 
Blessed Sacrament Burse.. 1,000.00 
Mary Mother of God Burse.. 808.13 
Christ the King Burse, No. 2. 700.00 
St. Ambrose Burse......... sis 700.00 
Souls in Purgatory Burse......... 537-25 
McQuillen-Blémer Memorial Burse 500.00 
Maryknoll Academia Burse.. ae 301.60 
SE: EGUNON BUTEC. <0is:sc0s's0:6 oo 239.00 
ESN © OLDE ie cielo bin-d.eis pioveieie(a sins ie 100.00 








PRAY FOR THEM 


N your charity, please pray for 

the souls of the following de- 
ceased friends and benefactors of 
the missions: 

V. Rev. Msgr. Charles F. Vitta; V. 
Rev. Msgr. Andrew Klarmann; Rev. 
John P. Vallely; Rev. Francis V. 

@ 


Long; Rev. John A. O’Mara; Rev. 
Joseph A. McElroy; Rev. Cornelius V. 
Mahoney; Rev. A. De Boech; Rev. 
James M. Foran; Rev. Hugh A. Cur- 
ley; Rev. Edward F. Schulte; Rev. 
James Coffey; Rev. George Gagne; 
Rev. James Teahan; Rev. Theodore B. 
Meyer; Bro. Joseph Dutton; Mother 
Mary Cocastelli ; Mother Louise O’Don- 
nell; Mother Mary Aloysia; Mother 
Nulsen; Sister Mary Visitation; Sister 
Mary Evarilda Donlon; Sister Mary 
of St. Walburga Metz; Sister Mary 
Rose Genevieve Blake; John Guidera; 
John Hunt; Mr. T. J. Ryan; William 
P. Lyons; Mrs. Ida Caldbeck; Mrs. 
Mary O’Hare; Thomas F. Leahy; Mrs. 
Margaret O’Brien; Elizabeth T. Mc- 
Donough; Nora Kelly; Mary J. Hard- 
ing; P. S. Frawley; John A. Menth; 
Mrs, P. J. Nally; Mrs. Ellen E. Ready; 
Mrs. C. Morgenthaler ; Mrs. P. O’Hal- 
loran; Mrs. Theresa Fischer; Martin 
Burke; Mary Britt; Alice Lynch; A. 
K. Lambrecht; Mr. M. Harrington; 
William J. Farrington; Francis Leo 
Kelliher; Patrick Quinn; Katherine 
McCusker; Mr. J. T. Cunningham; 
Mrs. Alice F. Cord; Mr. T. J. Harney; 
Mr. Cullity; Mr. G. M. Hayward; 
Mrs. Katherine De Graw; Mrs. Nora 
M. Hagan; Mr. L. J. Brunelle; Mrs. 
N. J. Luby; Mr. W. S. McGuire; Mrs. 
M. V. Kieley ; Michael J. Doherty. 
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OUTDONE IN GENEROSITY. 











FOR, THE 
TWENTIETH 


These books give: (1) the development of the 
foreign mission movement in the United States, 
and the founding of the Catholic Foreign 

Mission Society of America; (2) the observa- 

tions of the Superior General of Maryknoll 
on his visit to the missions of the Far East 
in search of a mission field for his Society; 

(3) the first experiences of the American 
missioners in the interior of China. 




























THE 
MARYKNOLL 
MOVEMENT 


“The author, 
Dr. Powers, has add- 
ed a bright page to 
the ecclesiastical his- 
tory of the United States. 
The volume is a record of 
quick results obtained from 
prayer and zeal added to in- 
telligence and self sacrifice. 
Attractiveness of style is added 
to accuracy of matter,and numer- 
ous illustrations enliven the text. 
The preface by Bishop Shahan is en- 
lightening.” ($1.50) 

—Catholic Historical Review 


OBSERVATIONS IN THE ORIENT 


“As a diary, it is literary and delightful; 
as an appreciation of conditions in the Orient 
it is keen and to the point; as a plea for the foreign 
missions, it is shot through with intensity of love 
for the cause of Christ among the Orientals. It can 
be recommended without reserve.” ($2.00) 

— The Ave Maria 


MARYKNOLL MISSION LETTERS 


“A strong vitality throbs through these pages. There 
is local color enough to satisfy the most ardent and artistic 
nature. There is spirituality sufficient to inspire and enthrall 
us who stay at home and watch these modern apostles on their 
glorious adventure. And there is heroism to elicit admiration from 
the most indifferent.” ($3.00. Two vols., $5.00) 

—The Boston Pilot 


Here is source material of the 
highest value, written in a vivid 
and entertaining style, and pre- 
sented in substantial volumes, 

generously illustrated from 
photographs and beautifully 
bound in cloth. You can 

hardly find better selec- 
tions, for gifts or for 
permanent additions 

to your own library. 







ADDRESS: 
Ge FIELD -cAFAR OFFICE, “MARYKNOLL, N. Y. 


EVERY NEW SUBSCRIBER 


(Two 
Vols.) 














“GO ” 
EMPRESS 


Largest and Fastest 
on the Pacific...via 
Honolulu or Speedway 
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N. ow, transatlantic 
size and speed on the Pacific! The 
White Empress fleet comprises the 
largest, fastest liners to the Orient. 


Two Empress routes! Via Hono- 
lulu, the huge Empress of Canada 
and the new 23-knot Empress of 
Japan, 26,000 tons gross, 39,000 tons 
displacement, connecting at Hono- 
lulu, if you sail from Los Angeles 
or San Francisco. Via the Speed- 
way Express, direct to Yokohama, 
Empress of Russia and Empress 
of Asia. Both routes from Van- 
couver and Victoria. 

Travelers in the Mission field 
will enjoy the new “Empress” 
Cabin. Varied, tasty cuisine... 
service “of the Orient”... make 
it a new ultra-fine way to travel. 
Luxurious First, also “Tourist” and 
“Third.” Frequent sailings. 

Low-cost Round Trip Sum- 
mer Fares? ‘First’? from 
$450...“Cabin” from $285. 
Independent travel-touring ’round- 
the-world and Orient conducted 
tours with Canadian Pacific’s 
veteran travel “know-how.” 

Information, booklets with itin- 
eraries and rates, from your own 
agent or Canadian Pacific: New 
York, Chicago, Montreal and 32 
other cities in U. S. and Canada. 


CANADIAN 
PACIFIC... to THE 


ORi€ntT 


World's Greatest Travel System 
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LUE 
THE UNIVERSAL APPEAL! 


People cross the Atlantic via Cunard in far 
larger numbers than by any other line or 
group of lines... have been doing so consistently 
for years. 

This enduring and persistent preference is founded upon 


many things, not the least of which is value ... value 
from every viewpoint of distinctive service, comfort 


.and atmosphere. 


Always Cunard has stood as a symbol of excellence .. . 
excellence bred of 91 years of steamship management 
. . » Of catering to the individual needs and tastes of 
millions of ocean voyagers. 


Aboard Cunarders you will find the unlimited a la carte 
menu, at no extra cost... the deft competence of stewards 
long trained in Cunard traditions, stewards who like all 
the Cunard staff, speak your own language. 


The time-saving feature of Cunard ships is a matter of 
days . . . not hours, due to the unparalleled frequency of 
the Cunard Service... 123 Sailings to Europe between 
April 1st and mid-August. A sailing exactly to suit you 
. .. when you want it... with a choice of every type of 
accommodations, from the super-luxurious to the modest. 

Not content with past glories and achieve- 

. ments... Cunard announces the building of 


the new Super-Cunarder that will write a fresh 
chapter in the history of transatlantic travel. 


All Cunard and Anchor Liners carry the necessary vestments. 
and sacraments for the celebration of Holy Mass at Sea. 


Carry your funds in Cunard Travellers’ Cheques 
Your Local Agent or The Cunard Steam Ship Co., Ltd., 25 Broadway, New York 


CUNARD 






MEANS ADDED STRENGTH TO MARYKNOLL. 































THE LAST CALL 


QUAINT Korea is only one of the 
fascinating fields of the ancient 
Orient in which Maryknollers 
are at work. The Field Afar also 

carries its readers to North and 

| South China, the Philippines, 
and beautiful Hawaii, with occa- 
sional dips into colorful Japan. 
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There is no reason why you should hesi- 
tate to introduce any friend to your old 
standby, The Field Afar. Your friend will 
be the gainer, to the value of far more than 
the dollar expended. 










Sei 






Maryknoll’s Twentieth Anniversary is 
close at hand, the twenty-ninth of this 
month. Do not lose the opportunity of pre- 
senting Father Walsh, its Founder and Su- 
perior General, with an Anniversary Gift— 
a new subscriber to The Field Afar. 
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